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I was working a convention in a midtown Manhattan 
hotel a few years back. A dozen guys at thirty bucks a 
throw. Two or three hours’ work and I'd have $360. 

I'd peeled off my clothes, and I was strutting my 
stuff before I slipped off to the bedroom to turn my 
first trick of the night. 

Suddenly, one of the guys gives me a long once 
over and yells out, “Hey, that’s not a girl—” 

Oh, oh! I thought, here it comes. Somebody’s 
snitched. Another moment and I'll be headed out the 
window. 

“That’s not a girl — that’s a woman!” 

If you don’t mind my boasting, I’m some hunk of 
woman. I stand five feet, eleven and I have long au- 
burn hair. My bosom is a 38D, more than enough to fill 
the tightest sweater — without the need of a bra. My 
weight — I'll keep that to myself, but it’s all packed in 
the right places. 

When I walk into a room, men’s eyes pop. Give me 
a few minutes more to show off what I’ve got, and their 
trousers start to bulge. 

Many a man has shelled out a hundred dollars for 
just a few minutes in bed with me. And he’s walked 
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away afterward feeling that he’s had a bargain. 

Let’s face it — I’m a whore. I’ve been hustling for 
eighteen of my thirty-four years. I've been to bed with 
so many men, I wouldn’t dare to count them. I’m sure 
they number well into the thousands, 

With a little bit of luck, you might get yourself in- 
_ cluded in the roster. All you need is a hard dong and 
lots of the long green. Just look me up the next time 
you're in the New York area. ~ 

My name’s Patricia Morgan... . 


I was born Henry Peter Glavocich. For the first 
twenty-one years of my life I was a male. I became a 
woman courtesy of medical science. 

You might call me “the man-maid doll.” My cunt 
was carved by a surgeon’s scalpel. My breasts are sili- 
cone. The hair is mine, but it’s been dyed. Even my 
nose was fixed by plastic surgery. 

But I know every trick in the book to satisfy a 
man’s sexual appetite. I’ve used them all. And I’ve had 
no complaints yet. I’ve hustled men as a boy, as a guy 
in drag, and as.a woman. 

It wasn’t all fun and games. I’ve known hatred and 
loneliness, pain and sorrow. I’ve been sexually as- , 
saulted as a boy and raped as a woman. I’ve been 
shaken down and framed by crooked cops. And I’ve 
spent my share of time behind bars — in both men’s 
and women’s jails. 

The parts may be man-made, but the me inside the 
body is real. This is my story. It may strike some of you 
as sick and sordid. I can’t say myself that I’m proud of 
everything in it. But, as the movie ads say, it’s life in 
the raw. It’s the true record of one of your fellow crea- 
tures on God’s good earth . 
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I was born on March 12, 1939, in Margaret Hague Hos- 
pital in Jersey City and christened Henry Peter Glavo- 
cich. Giving me life and giving me his name were just 
about the only things my father ever did for me. In 
plain English, he was a rotten bastard. He put my 
mother through hell. She took nothing but beatings 
from him for the six years they were married. 

A few months before I was born, he threw her 
down a flight of stairs. The doctors said it was lucky 
that I survived to be born. But as the result of her inju- 
ries, my mother could never have any more children. 

Shortly after I was born, my mother left him be- 
cause he refused to feed us. She told me afterward that 
she once went to his mother — my grandmother — 
and begged for some milk to feed me. My grandmother 
replied, “Why should IP He didn’t come out of m 
hole.” 

Nice family, the Glavociches. 

My mother had no place to stay and no money to 
feed me. Sometimes we stayed with friends, sometimes 
with relatives, sometimes we had to sleep in hallways. 
My mother even got locked up once for stealing milk 
from a doorstep to feed me. Finally, the burden of 
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trying to take care of me became too much for her. 
When I was about fifteen months old, she put me in an 
orphanage. 

Even after she left him, my mother wasn’t free of 
my father. He continued to come around and attack 
her, beat her up, burn her with cigarette butts, rub 
alum in her hair. Once, she told me, he raped her in a 
public park. 

My father even went so far as to send a telegram 
signed by the orphanage saying that I was dead. My 
mother ran out of the house like a lunatic to get me. 
Naturally, my father was waiting outside to beat her 
up. 

I could never understand a man like that. From ev- 
erything she told me, he was nothing but a sadist, some 
sort of barbaric bastard. 

I scarcely remember my father at all. I have only 
one recollection of him. When I was about seven years 
old, my mother came on one of her visits to the or- 
phanage. This time there was a strange man with her. 
My mother said, “Henry, this is your father.” I remem- 
ber that I was eating a banana at the time. He took it 
away from me and ate it himself. I cried and ran to my 
mother. 

That’s the only memory my father left his only son. 

I didn’t realize until years later that the reason my 
mother brought him to see me was because he was 
dying. A few months after this happened, my mother 
came back to the orphanage. She explained that she 
was taking me home because daddy was “sleeping,” 
and she wanted me to see him before he went away. 
She said he was asleep in a “big basket.” I was too 
young to understand what she was talking about. 

She brought me to my aunt’s house in Hoboken and 
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led me upstairs to her apartment. My father was laid 
out in a casket, and all the relatives had gathered in the 
room. Even though he was “sleeping,” I was still ter- 
rified of him, not only from the one time I had met 
him, but from all the things my mother had told me 
about him. 

- Various members of the family urged me to go over 
to the casket and say goodbye to him, but I stubbornly 
refused to budge. Not until they gave me money —a 
quarter or a half dollar, I forget which — did I go over 
to the casket. You might say that I was a bit of a hustler 
even then. 

While I was in the orphanage, my mother had di- 
vorced my father and remarried. Her second husband 
was a truck driver named William Schenkerberg. He 
was a very attractive man, a tall blond German. He 
was a bit of a tyrant around the house. If he said, 
“Black is white,” you’d better believe that black was 
white. 

He was very good to my mother, but it took me 
many years to recognize this. As a child — and even as 
an adult —I could never accept him. I’m not really 
sure why, but I think it’s because I associated him with 
my real father and the horrible things that he had 
done. 

My mother took me out of the orphanage and 
brought me to her new home in Hoboken. But I re- 
fused to live with my stepfather. Perhaps because she 
had so little in the way of material things to offer me, 
my mother always pampered me and gave in to my 
childish whims. She agreed that I could live elsewhere. 

So for several years I was shunted back and forth 
between various aunts and uncles who lived in the 
neighborhood. I went to the public schools in Ho- 
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boken, but my grades were very poor because I was a 
very confused child. None of the family ever took an 
interest in my lessons or spurred me to study. As a re- 
sult, I never got much of an education. It’s something 
that’s haunted me all my life. 

I was a “mama's boy.” The other kids in the neigh- 
borhood regarded me as a “sissy.” They would always 
tease me about how I'd go crying to mama whenever 
anything happened. And, of course, every time they 
teased me, I'd go crying to mama. 

As a child, I didn’t get along well with boys. I 
thought they were too rough, always pushing and shov- 
ing and fighting. I was afraid of getting hurt if I played 
with them. I much preferred to play with girls, 

One afternoon, when I was about eleven years old 
and living with an aunt, I played “doctor” with the girl 
who lived downstairs. All children are curious about 
their bodies at that age. They want to learn about their 
bodies and find out who's got what and how boys and 
girls differ from each other. So we agreed that she’d 
show me what she had, and I’d show her what I had. 

' She went first. She lifted her dress and pulled down 
her panties. Then she lay back and spread her legs so I 
could get a good look. The sight of her hairless vagina 
repulsed me, I wanted to run away. 

“You promised,” she insisted. “You've got to keep 
your part of the bargain.” 

So I pulled down my pants to let her see my organs, 

We never even touched each other. It was all very 
innocent. 

: Afterward, the girl went downstairs and told her 

mother what we had done. Her mother didn’t think it 
was so innocent. She called the cops. They came to my 
aunt’s house and found me hiding in a closet. 
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The police turned me over to the juvenile authori- 
ties, who decided I wasn’t getting a proper home life. 
So I was placed in the Jamesburg Home for Boys for an 
indefinite period. All because I had played doctor with 
the girl next door! 

Jamesburg wasn’t a bad place. I was housed in a 
dormitory-style cottage with children my own age. We 
had a “cottage mother” and a “cottage father” who 
looked after us. As always, I didn’t like to play with the 
boys, so I hung out with the daughter of the couple 
who tended our cottage, a girl my age named Marlene. 
She used to take me down to the bushes and let me 
watch her pee. It’s a good thing none of the authorities 
found out — or I might have been locked away for 
something else. 

In many ways, living at Jamesburg was like living at 
the orphanage. But I felt that I didn’t belong there. 
Just because I had played “doctor” didn’t make me a 
juvenile delinquent. I wanted to be home with my 
mother. 

I ran away from Jamesburg about a half-dozen 
times. Every time I ran away, they knew exactly where 
to find me. I never got farther than the town. As pun- 
ishment, they put me in the home’s jail. They had an 
actual jail on the grounds, with cells and barred win- 
dows, where they put troublemakers. Each time I ran 
away, I wound up in jail for about a week. 

Most of the kids in jail were older — about sixteen 
or seventeen. I was twelve and then thirteen, but I 
looked even younger. I hadn’t experienced the changes 
most males go through in adolescence. I never grew a 
beard or body hair. I learned later that this was be- 
cause I had an imbalance of sex hormones. Although I 


ii 


had the body of a boy, the chemistry inside it was more 
like that of a female. 

I also learned — the hard way — that at that age I 
was very attractive to men who like little boys. I had 
my first sexual experiences during one of my stays in 
jail. 

There was one tough kid, a water boy, who had just 
about everyone in the place afraid to tangle with him. 
One day, as he was going down the corridor, he called 
me over to the bars of the cell. When I went to him, he 
grabbed my arm and twisted it through the bars, I was 
held in a very tight hammer lock I couldn’t break out 
of. He quickly reached into the cell, unbuckled my belt 
and dropped my pants to the floor. 

“Stand still” he ordered. “And be quiet or I’ll kill 
youl” 

Before I knew it, he had shoved his prick up my 
asshole and was buggering me through the bars. It hurt 
like hell, but I was too scared to scream out, 

After he shot his bolt, he warned me, “If you say 
anything, I'll kill you.” 

I didn’t say anything — not just because I was 
afraid of him. I was also afraid of what the authorities 
would do to me. Playing doctor had landed me in 
Jamesburg. I was afraid that if I said anything about 
this, I’d never get out. 

A few days later, my attacker came back. 

“Come over here,” he said. “I won’t bother you. I 
promise, nothing will happen. I just want to talk to you 
about what happened last time.” 

Like a fool, I believed him. I came over to the bars 

. and he grabbed me again and buggered me again. 

After three years in Jamesburg, I was “paroled” in 
custody of an aunt. I still refused to live with my step- 
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father. My aunt was very poor and didn’t even have a 
bed for me. I had to sleep on the living-room floor. 

Actually, having me in her home was a financial 
help to her, since my father’s Social Security payments 
for my support went to her. In the years since, she’s 
never failed to point out how much she did for me as a 
child. It’s all hogwash. She wouldn’t have done a damn 
thing if she hadn’t been paid for it. 

Also, she knows damn well what her husband did fo 
me. My uncle was a big obese man, who, it turned out, 
was also attracted to little boys. One night, when I was 
trying to fall asleep on the floor, he came crawling 
across the room in the dark. 

“Lie still and be quiet!” he whispered. 

In a moment, he climbed on my back and started 
buggering me. After the episodes in Jamesburg, there 
was no longer any pain — only shock and surprise. I'd 
never expected anything like that from my own family. 

When he finished getting his jollies, my uncle just 
crawled away. He didn’t even warn me not to say any- 
thing to anyone. 

While it was happening, I was too petrified to 
scream out. Afterward, I was afraid to complain. I 
thought if anyone found out, I’d be sent back to James- 
burg. 

My uncle managed to molest me about a half-dozen 
times. My aunt knew all about it. There was no way for 
her not to know. Her apartment was a railroad flat, and 
you could hear everything that was going on in the 
next room. One night, when my uncle was mounting 
me, she even yelled out at him to “Get the hell out of 
there!” But she never said anything about it. And she 
never did anything about it. 

Soon afterward, I went to live with another aunt. It 
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was there that I first started wearing women’s clothes. 
I'd always been attracted to women’s attire. I used to 
think about it a lot, even when I was a child. When I 
was at the orphanage, I would sit on the grass and day- 
dream about how nice it would be to be a girl. I knew 
it wouldn’t be possible. But I'd console myself with the 
thought that when I grew up, I could do what I 
wanted, and then I would dress up like a girl. 

The first time I had the chance was at my aunt's 
house. When my aunt and her daughter — who was 
about nineteen — went out, I’d sneak into my cousin's 
room and put on her clothes. At that time, crinolines 
were the craze. I would put her crinolines on. I'd pull 
on her girdle and her nylons. And I'd slip into a skirt or 
a blouse. I'd put on her make-up, and I'd tie a kerchief 
around my head to cover my boyish haircut. 

Some men when they don women’s attire get a sex- 
ual charge. That didn’t happen in my case. I just felt 
free and natural. I loved the feel of soft, nice, clean 
clothes against my skin, so unlike the feel of masculine 
garments. I’d walk around the apartment thinking how 


‘ nice it was to be a girl. Or I'd sit and fix myself coffee, 


just like the lady of the house. 
Once, my cousin came home and shouted out like 
one of the bears in “Goldilocks,” “Somebody's been 


_ wearing my clothes.” I'd stretched something, or torn 


something, or soiled something, and she’d noticed it. 
There was a furious argument. My cousin accused her 


, mother and her sister. Of course, they both denied it. 


None of them ever realized that I was the culprit. 
From time to time, I still had to report to the ju- 
venile authorities. They'd ask me questions like, “Are 


'» you eating all right?” “Do you have enough clothes?” 


But they never seemed concerned about how I felt, 
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about how I was getting along, about my personal life. 
Never once did they ask me if I was happy. 

I was a very unhappy, very mixed-up child. I knew 
there was something about me that wasn’t normal. But 
I didn’t know what it was or what I could do about it. I 
was crying out for someone to help me, but there was 
no one I could turn to. 


15 


\ 


2. 


When I was fourteen, I started shining shoes to earn 
pocket money. I worked the waterfront bars along 
Hudson and River Streets in Hoboken. I found I could 
make quite a few dollars shining shoes there. 

After work, I’d sometimes sit on the riverbank and 
look across the Hudson at the towers of Manhattan. 
New York was so near and yet so far. I’d seen those 
towers all my life, but only once — years before, when 
my mother took me for the day —had I been in New 
York. I knew people commuted to New York from Ho- 
boken in ten or fifteen minutes, but as far as I was con- 
cerned the city was as distant and as exotic as Tim- 
buktu. I was afraid of the place. 

Then one day I got up enough nerve and decided 
to try my luck shining shoes in New York. I took the 
bus to the Port Authority terminal and came out on 
42nd Street. It was a whole new world to me. It has 
been called “the street that never sleeps.” It’s filled 
with cheap restaurants, stores that sell dirty books and 
girlie magazines, and all-night movies that feature 
mostly sex films, both boy-girl and boy-boy. The people 
who hang out there are drunks, dope addicts and de- 
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generates of every description. For several years, it was 
home to me. 

I started shining shoes on 42nd Street. I found that 
all the people who came to me were queer. At first, I 
couldn’t understand them. I didn’t even know what 
queers were. I'd shine their shoes, and they'd give me a 
two- or three-dollar tip and say that if I wanted to earn 
more, they'd give it to me. All I had to do was go home 
with them. At first, I thought they just wanted my 
company. 

I never went with them. Business was so good, 
what with the big tips, that I didn’t dare leave. Why go 
with a man for ten dollars when I was making two dol- 
lars a shot shining shoes? 

As time passed, some of the guys got very explicit 
about what they wanted. They’d come right out and 
ask me, “Would you suck my dick for twenty?” or 
“There’s fifteen bucks in it if you let me ball you.” Nat- 
urally, I was even more reluctant to go with them once 
I found out what they really wanted. 

My aunt couldn’t believe that I was making so 
much money just shining shoes. I couldn’t tell her that 
the guys were propositioning me, and that’s how I was 
getting such good tips. But I think she had some suspi- 
cions. 

On my way home, I used to stop in the barber shop 
at the Port Authority terminal and get a manicure. 
They'd clean my hands and then put clear polish on 
my nails, 

My aunt called me every name in the book because 
I wore nail polish. “You shouldn’t use that stuff,” she’d 
say. “It’s queer. Only queers wear nail polish.” 

I'd explain that my hands looked terrible after a 
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day of shining shoes and that I had to have them 
cleaned up. But she never accepted the idea . . . or my 
arguments for it. 

One day, while I was working on 42nd Street, I saw 
a guy with short red hair walking down the street. He 
gave me a very sexy leer. I spit at him and said, “Get 
out of here!” 

I saw him a few more times, and I got curious, I 
found out that he was a gay boy named Shelley, In 
order to gain his confidence, I took him to dinner, I 
spent all the money I'd earned that day on a spaghetti 
dinner at Romeo’s Restaurant on 42nd Street. 

I told him all about myself, even confiding that I 
enjoyed dressing up in women’s clothing. His eyes lit 
up. 

“I’ve got just the dress for you,” he said. 

He took me to his apartment and pulled down a big 
trunk from the top of the closet. He opened it up and 
pulled out a blue velvet dress with a train that seemed 
ten feet long. It was the ugliest thing I'd ever seen, but 
Shelley kept telling me how beautiful it was. 

I desperately wanted a friend at that point, some- 
body I could talk to and confide in. And there was no 
one at home in Hoboken. So to get in Shelley’s good 
graces, I bought the dress with twenty dollars I'd hid- 
den in my shoe — sort of “mad money.” I don’t think 
I’ve ever worn it. 

Ever since then, Shelley and I have been the best of 
friends. He’d do anything for me . . . and there have 
been occasions when he’s had to. For years Shelley 
played a vital role in my life. 

There was never anything sexual between us. I’ve 
never been attracted to fags. But I’m sure he had his 
eye on me. I was very attractive as a boy. 
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I had been shining shoes on 42nd Street for about a 
year, when a guy followed me all the way home to Ho- 
boken on the bus. He was older, about eighteen or 
nineteen. 

A few days later, when I came home, I found him 
sitting on my doorstep. It was about ten o'clock at 
night and very dark. I opened the door to the hallway 
and there he was. He grabbed me and he kissed me. I 
didn’t know what to do, I was panicking so. I managed 
to push him away. 

“Please come with me,” he begged. “I want you so 
bad.” 

“I can’t,” I said. “I’ve never done anything like 
that. I’m afraid. Leave me alone.” 

I ran upstairs. And I never saw him again. The next 
day, it was business as usual, shining shoes in New 
York. 

About two weeks later, it was my fifteenth birth- 
day. My aunt had a little party for me at dinner. When 
it was over, she asked, “Who was that guy I saw you in 
the hallway with about two weeks ago? He was kissing 

ou. 
: I was very embarrassed. I said, “I don’t know what 
you're talking about.” 

It turned out she had been sitting outside in a 
car necking with her boyfriend and had seen every- 
thing. 

“You were kissing that boy!” she insisted. “You're 
just a queer!” 

I had tears in my eyes. My whole world was col- 
lapsing. My aunt had discovered a truth about me that 
I didn’t even care to admit to myself. 

“J don’t know what you're talking about,” I said. 
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“But if you feel that way about me, I'll leave now.” 

I ran out of the house — never to return. All I had 
was about fifty cents in my pocket and the clothes on 
my back, 
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I immediately headed for 42nd Street. It was the only 
“home” I had. I had no idea what I was going to do or 
how I was going to live. 

For a week, I slept in Bryant Park — behind the 
Public Library. Each night I'd curl up behind a statue. 
I was afraid that if I slept on a bench, some man would 
molest me. During the days, I begged for food. I'd left 
my shoeshine kit at my aunt’s, so I couldn’t even work 
for pocket money. 

It was just like before. Every time I turned around, 
some man propositioned me. They'd ask me to go out 
with them, to a restaurant, to a ball game, anywhere. 
They'd ask me to come up to their apartments for a 
drink or to smoke a joint of marijuana. I always re- 
fused. 

But it got to the point where I had to do something. 
The weather was bad — it was still mid-March — and 
I couldn’t continue to sleep in the park. I hadn’t had a 
decent meal in days. I had to seek help from someone. 

The people I picked were two gay boys I spotted at 
42nd Street and Eighth Avenue. I just walked up to 
them and asked their names. One was named Billy, the 
other “Daphne.” They asked me my name. 
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“Pat,” I said, I'd always hated the name Henry — 
perhaps because it was my father’s name — and loved 
the name Pat. In my dreams of becoming a girl, I 
would be named Patricia. 

I told them that I had just run away from home and 
that I was lost and broke and alone and had no one to 
turn to. 

Of course, they saw that they had a vulnerable sub- 
ject on their hands. “Daphne” was a very beautiful 
young man. He offered to put me up at his apartment. 

It was somewhere downtown. As soon as we got 
there, he started making advances toward me. I should 
have realized that in return for a roof over my head, I 
was subject to being molested. Forty-Second Street is a 
dog-eat-dog world where nobody gets something for 
nothing. 

I stayed with “Daphne” for about a week. He 
buggered me every night. I had food to eat and a place 
to stay, but I still didn’t have a cent in my pocket — 
and no prospect of getting any money as long as I 
stayed there. 

If I was going to sell my body, I reasoned, I might 
as well get something more for it. I left, drifted back to 
42nd Street and became a male prostitute. 

My first “john” was a Catholic priest. He was a big 
tall man about thirty-five years old with a round, ruddy 
face. He was very Irish looking. He wore a dark suit 
and a clerical collar. 

He just walked up to me and started talking. He 
seemed perfectly normal at first. Then I realized he 
wasn’t as normal as I thought. 

“You know, priests are human too,” he said. “I like 
to have a good time.” 

I asked him what he meant by a good time. 
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“I want to have sex,” he said. 

I was stunned. I wasn’t religious, but I'd been 
raised by the sisters at the orphanage. I refused to go to 
bed with him until he said, “Go fuck yourself.” I was 
naive and stupid, but I felt that maybe he was too reli- 
gious and I was corrupting him. 

We went downtown somewhere in a taxicab. I 
went up to his room, I made him give me twenty dol- 
lars. Then I got undressed, and he fucked me in the ass. 

It was my first experience as far as survival in the 
big city. I was very cold about it. But I was still 
shocked that a priest would act like this. It blew my 
whole theory on the Catholic religion. 

I stayed overnight in his room. When I woke the 
next morning, he was gone. I took my twenty dollars 
and returned to 42nd Street and had a good breakfast. 
It didn’t take me long to pick up another john. 

Man, this is easy, I thought. Just go with two or 
three guys a day and I'll have it made. 

_. When I started making a few pennies, I moved up- 
town. I stayed at one rooming house after another on 
the West Side, on 73rd Street, 74th and 76th. 

I'd get up around noon and head for 42nd Street. 
I'd have breakfast at the Automat, then go to work, 
walking the streets. I only had to work three or four 
hours a day. 

One day, some of the other male hustlers on the 
street introduced me to a guy: “This is Roy, the male 
madam. Anytime you need money, he can help you.” 

“T can use it,” I said. 

So Roy took me into his stable. He led me to his 
apartment. It was very dingy and dark. It looked like a 
whorehouse, except it was a male whorehouse. 

He interviewed me, just as if I were an applicant 
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for an office job. He asked me how old I was. I told 
him, fifteen. 

“Good,” he said, “because these guys like young 
boys.” ; 

He put a few more routine questions to me, then he 
asked, “How well are you built? Let’s get down to the 
bare facts.” 

I had to undress and show him what I had. I felt 
terrible because I didn’t like to show my male organs 
to anyone. In fact, whenever anyone would have sex 
with me, I'd never let him see me down below. 

Roy was very impressed. “You'll make some good 
money, Pat,” he said. “You have a very nice body.” 

Roy was in his late twenties or early thirties though 
he looked older because he had a very black beard. He 
looked normal and acted normal, but actually he was 
very gay. However, he never mixed business with 
pleasure. 

Before I knew it, the doorbell rang and my john 
came in. Roy introduced me, and I went into the bed- 
room with the guy. He made me suck his dick until it 
got good and hard, then he turned me around on my 
hands and knees and fucked me in the ass. 

When it was over, I said, “Thank you.” 

“It’s been a pleasure,” he said. “I hope I see you 
again.” 

“Anytime you want me, just call Roy,” I said. 

Roy had warned me that if I gave any of his clients 
my address or phone number, it would be curtains for 
me. So J didn’t dare. But I got quite a few regular cus- 
tomers through Roy. It wasn’t a bad deal — twenty- 
five dollars a throw, fifteen for me and ten for Roy. 

Most male prostitutes play the masculine role and 
offer their bodies to fag customers. They let the john 
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suck their cock, or they fuck the john in the ass, But 1 
was ashamed of my male organs and never let any of 
my clients do anything with them. y 

The men I hustled wanted Straight sex — either 

. a 
quick blow-job or a chance to ream your asshole. In the 
hierarchy of fagdom, you might call them “normal.” 
They just preferred little boys to women. 

But some clients were real freaks. There were guys 
who liked being beaten. They'd cry and say, “Bottoms 
is tops,” which meant they liked being spanked. 
They’d want to be your slave. They'd plead with you to 
piss on them or shit in their mouths. I’d piss on them, 
all right. But even though I was doing some pretty dis- 
gusting things in those days, I could never bring myself 
to shit on them. 

Most of the men I hustled as a male prostitute were 
just faceless bodies that came and went. But there 
were three I'll never forget as long as I live. 

The first was a hair freak. I knew him both when I 
was a boy and later when I was a girl. He didn’t care 
what sex you were, as long as you had long hair. And 
Id let my hair grow very long during this year in New 
York. 

He was very rich, and he was always good for a 
hundred dollars or so. He’d send you to a beauty parlor | 
— you didn’t have to use your own money — and have — 
your hair done up. Then you'd go back to him, and 
he'd have a negligee — which he’d bought — laid out 
for you. You'd slip into it, then he’d unpin your hair 
and run his fingers through it. After a few minutes of 
this, he’d put your head under the tap, and he’d wash 
your hair. That was his big thrill. 

I'd see him every few months or so. He was filthy 
rich and able to afford somebody different every week. 
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Then there was one client of Roy’s who led me into 
his bathroom, where I had to take a banana — un- 
peeled — and shove it up his ass. It had to be a green 
banana; a ripe one would soften or break. Then he 
climbed into the bathtub, and I had to take a can of 
whipped cream and spray him with it — on his chest, 
the cheeks of his ass, his balls, and his cock. That’s how 
he got his charge. 

The wildest freak of all I met on 42nd Street. I was 
looking for customers, and he sidled up to me and said, 
“You want to make a quick fifty?” 

At the time, that was the most money I'd ever been 
offered for turning a trick. I said, “Sure.” 

“Follow me,” he said. 

He led me to his apartment. When we got outside, 
he gave me the instructions. “You've got to come up- 
stairs and do exactly what I tell you to do.” 

Once we got in his apartment, he pulled a rubber 
raincoat out of the closet and handed it to me. 

“I want you to go in that room,” he said, pointing 
to a door, “take off all your clothes and put this rain- 
coat on. Don’t button it. When I call you, you come 
walking into this room.” 

So I went into the room, got undressed and put on 
the raincoat. He was a big man and I was still a kid, so 
I was sort of swimming inside the thing. I pulled it 
around me. 

About fifteen minutes later, I heard his voice call- 
ing me back into the living room. It was pitch black. 
But at the far end of the room I could make out a cas- 
ket. 

All of a sudden, he rose stark naked out of the 
coffin, his face painted a deathly white. I had no idea 
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what was coming off. I screamed. And the raincoat 
flew open, showing my flapping organs. I guess that's 
how he got his rocks off. 

I was so scared that I ran out into the hall, and the 
guy had to come running after me, to calm me down 
and lead me back inside. 

I think it took five years off my life to walk into that 
room and see the guy rising out of the coffin. In all my 
years of hustling, both as a male and as a female, I've 
never come across anything remotely like it. I've told 
people about it since, and they can’t believe it. It was 
the freakiest experience of my life. 

To finish up the story, I got my fifty bucks and went 
back to the streets. After that, it wouldn’t have both- 
ered me in the least if somebody gave me fifty bucks to 
watch him climb out of a coffin. But, of course, the guy 
never came back. He got his charge from “cherries.” 
He always needed fresh victims. 

I guess there are all sorts of freaks in this world. But 
to me, unless they wanted something really outrageous, 
they were just johns. Different strokes for different 
folks . . . as long as they all came through with the 
same long green. 

As for myself, I never had a sexual climax with any 
of them. I got so used to having sex with men that it 
became a passé thing. Of course, it was a physical 
strain. I couldn’t work every day. My body couldn't 
stand it. So I worked only three or four days a week. 
When I finished a day’s hustling, I wanted nothing 
more to do with men, 

Yet, I was never attracted sexually to girls. I guess 
you could call me “queer.” Still I never had a boy- 
friend. I never wanted one. As far as I could see, men 
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were only after your money. I never got tied down to 
any one man. It was a different man — or two or three 
— every night. I guess I was born to be a whore. 

I was making forty or sixty dollars a day, but I was 
always broke. The neighborhood I lived in was seedy, 
and the rooming houses where I lived were always 
being ripped off by dope addicts. And if someone 
wasn’t stealing my money, I was giving it away. I was a 
soft touch for almost anybody’s sob story. I felt sorry 
for the kids I met on the street, guys who were as lost 
as I had been a few months before. Everybody else was 
taking advantage of them, but I could never do that. 
Id try to help them out. Naturally, they wound up tak- 
ing advantage of me. 

Whenever I had a few pennies saved, I’d splurge on 
clothes. That was the big passion in my life — buying 
clothes. It was a childish thing to do, but I didn’t know 
any better. I just wanted to buy all the things I never 
could get when I was a child. 

I was also always giving clothes away to the kids. 
I'd buy something, then I’d see someone who needed 
clothes, and Id wind up giving it to him. Then I’d run 
out and buy more. 

Between the robberies, the rip-offs and my clothes- 
buying sprees, I never had enough money except to 
live on from one day to the next. Life was just one long 
hustle. 
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After about six months in New York, I started dressing 
in women’s clothes again. During the day, I'd wear 
normal boy’s clothes and go out and hustle fags. At 
night, I’d doll myself up in feminine garments and go 
out and pick up men. I started by going into the streets 
just for the kick of it, to fool people and make them 
think I was really a girl. 

I wore full female regalia — dresses, skirts, blouses, 
high heels, nylons, panties, and a bra stuffed with 
stockings to give me a bosom. My hair had grown to 
shoulder length, and I’d dyed it from its natural brown 
to auburn. When I dressed as a girl, I’d pull it back ina 
ponytail. 

I didn’t dress as a woman to sell my body. The 
mere kick of fooling people was enjoyment enough for 
me. But when I found out that men wanted to buy my 
body as a woman, I said to myself, Wow! This could be 
even more prosperous and less hectic than running 
around seeking out fags. 

I'd walk up and down the sidewalks in front of the 
Plaza and other fancy hotels on Central Park South 
and try to pick up men. The first guy I picked up was 
very shy and scared. He was about thirty and nicely 
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dressed. He took me for a walk into Central Park. We 
sat on a bench, and he put his arm around my shoulder. 

Of course, he was looking to get into my pants, But 
I didn’t know what to do with him, because I still had 
my male organs dangling between my legs. I didn’t 
dare lift my dress for his restless hands, 

He kissed me and tried to caress me. But each time 
he reached for me, I pushed him away. I told him, 
“Please don’t touch me. I’ve got my period.” 

I made a date with him for a few days later, when 
I'd be over my “period.” But, of course, I didn’t show 
up. 

I did that with a lot of guys. I got my kicks by going 
out, picking guys up, being smooched by them and get- 
ting them hot for me. Then I'd make dates with them 
and never show up. But, at that time, I never did any- 
thing with them sexually. 

About this time, I ran into Shelley again. Like me, 
he was working as a male prostitute, and, like me, he 
liked to dress up in women’s clothes. 

Shelley was a few years older and he took me under 
his wing. He became my idol. He was a pro at every- 
thing — at hustling, at stealing, at dressing up. He 
taught me all the tricks. 

Clothes — female clothes — had become my great 
passion. “If you want clothes,” Shelley told me, “you 
can dress up and we'll go down to the stores.” 

I put on a woman’s outfit and joined Shelley and 
“Joan” — another boy who dressed as a girl—in a 
“shopping expedition.” We went to Stern’s, Macy’s, 
Gimbels, all the big stores. They taught me how to 
shoplift. They showed me how to stuff clothes under 
my skirt and how to wear a store dress under my own. 
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One of Shelley’s favorite tricks was to walk into a shop 
wearing an old coat, hang it on the rack, try on a new 
one . . . and walk out with it. 

We used to carry pepper with us. If we got caught, 
we'd throw it in the store detective’s face and run like 
hell. I got caught twice. The first time I threw the pep- 
per in the guy’s face and got away. 

The second time I didn’t have any pepper with me. 
I was coming out of Stern’s with a bunch of clothes 
under my skirt and a new coat on my back. The detec- 
tive grabbed me and dragged me into his office. 

They started to search me. I was crying terribly be- 
cause I knew what they’d find if they searched far 
enough. So I confessed. I told them I was a boy dressed 
up as a girl. They looked at me in amazement, and I 
cried even harder, from embarrassment. 

“The next time we catch you,” the store detective 
said, “we're going to tell your mother.” 

They made me sign some sort of statement admit- 
ting that I’d tried to rob the store. It could be used as 
evidence against me if I was caught again. I was a 
nervous wreck. I would have signed anything to get out 
of there. I signed the paper and left. 

I never went back to Stern’s, but I continued to rob 
Macy’s, and Gimbels, and the rest. 

One hot summer day, I went up to Shelley’s room. 
He had a trick coming over who wanted to ball him. 
The guy came in, took one look at me and decided he 
wanted to ball me, too. He pulled me down on the bed 
and tried to pull off my clothes. I panicked. I thrashed 
about desperately to get out of his grip. , 

I saw a hammer on Shelley’s dresser. I grabbed it 
and started hitting the guy over the head with it. I hit 
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him — hard — about three or four times. I don’t know 
how he survived, but he didn't even fall down. He was 
pretty stunned, though, 

“Give me all your money!” I snapped at him. 

He pulled out his wallet and handed me the money. 
I took it and split the take with Shelley. Then I saw a 
watch on the guy’s arm, and I pulled it off. 

“Get out of here!” I told him. And he flew down 
the stairs. 

That night I went home to Hoboken to visit some 
of my relatives, I took the watch I’d stolen and gave it 
to my aunt. 

The next day, when I stepped out of my room to go 
to the toilet down the hall, I was stopped by three men 
coming up the stairs, They asked if I was Pat Morgan 
— that was the name I was using — and I said I was. 

“You're under arrest.” 

The charge was assault and robbery. The man had 
gone to the police and fingered both Shelley and me. 
When the cops picked up Shelley, I guess he told them 
where I lived. 

The detectives took me to the police station. They 
said things would go easier for me if I gave the watch 
back. So I called up my aunt and told her what had 
happened. She came to the station and gave the watch 
to the police. Little did I know that they'd use it for ev- 
idence. 

I was arraigned in court and locked up in the 
Tombs. One of the first things they did was to cut off 
my beautiful long hair that I'd dyed auburn. I fought 
them. I screamed and hollered. They had to hold me 
down, but they managed to cut it off. 

I was very depressed at the thought of being in jail 
with a bunch of gangsters, which is what I thought the 
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other prisoners were. I didn’t consider myself one of 
them. I was just a kid of sixteen. 

They segregated me in what they called “the gay 
section.” One day I was in my cell when another pris- 
oner —a trusty of some sort — came down the corri- 
dor and called me over. It was the same as Jamesburg. 
I walked over to him, and he grabbed me through the 
bars. He twisted my arm and forced me to drop my 
pants. Then he buggered me through the bars. 

A guard caught us and called three of his buddies. 
Two of them grabbed my attacker and dragged him 
down the corridor, pummeling him as they went. 

I thought I was rescued, but the guard started beat- 
ing me, too, because he considered me a willing partic- 
ipant. When I tried to protest, he said, “You're nothing 
but a fucking queer! And this is what you deserve.” 

The two guards batted me back and forth with 
their fists. For several days, I was black and blue and 
sore all over. It ached to stand up and walk around, but 
it hurt even worse to lie down and try to rest. 

Naturally, no action was taken against the prisoner 
who sodomized me .. . or against the guards who 
beat us up. 

I don’t know how much the bail was, but my 
mother and stepfather couldn’t afford it. After a few 
days in jail, though, the judge released me on my moth- 
er’s recognizance. 

My mother came down to the Tombs to get me. 
“Don’t worry, Henry,” she told me. “Everything will 
work out. Just come home, behave and go back to 
court, and everything will work out fine.” 

She took me home. She didn’t say much about what 
had happened; she just cried a lot. I cried a lot, too. 

My stepfather was somewhat sterner. He tried to 
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teach me what was right and what was wrong, but I 
wouldn’t listen to him. I had no sense of responsibility. 

My mother bought some dye and changed my hair 
back from auburn to its natural dark brown. That way 
I wouldn’t look so garish at my trial. 

We went to court about a month later. Shelley was 
there — a defendant like me. And the guy I'd hit over 
the head was there. He testified that I had hit him over 
the head with a hammer and had taken his money and 
his watch. But he didn’t say what led up to the attack. 

I was afraid to tell the judge what really happened 
— that the guy had tried to molest me. I was afraid 
that my mother and stepfather would find out what 
they'd long suspected — that I was queer. So I hid the 
facts. As a result, I was found guilty, and the judge 
threw the book at us. Shelley was sentenced to eight- 
een months. I got three years at the Elmira Reforma- 
tory, for “rehabilitation,” the judge said. 

I was stunned. I got sick to my stomach. For weeks 
afterward, I cried so hard I vomited. 
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1 was returned to the Tombs. From there, about a half 
dozen of us were transferred to Hoboken, where we 
boarded a train for Elmira. I was handcuffed to an- 
other prisoner. It made me feel like some big-time 
racketeer you see in the newsreels or old Humphrey 
Bogart movies. 

From the Lackawanna railroad train I could see my 
grandmother's house with her wash hanging out on the 
line as we passed. I was sad because I couldn’t be 
there. 

It was a long train ride, and I kept looking at the 
countryside on the way up, wondering how long it 
would be before I saw such things as trees and streams 
again. 

We got off the train and they took us to the reform- 
atory by car. It looked like a school at first. But when I 
got out of the car, I looked up and saw the big steel 
gate and the heavy stone walls. Then at each corner I 
noticed guards holding what seemed like tremendous 
guns. I couldn’t believe it. I thought a reformatory was 
a place for kids, without bars and with people to guide 
you and teach you — something like the orphanage or 
Jamesburg. I didn’t think it would be a prison. 
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I was frightened. If I hadn’t been handcuffed, I 
would have run away. For my first two weeks there I 
did nothing but cry. 

I was segregated with the prison’s homosexuals. 
The section was called STC, Special Training Class. I 
don’t know where they got that name. We received no 
special training. It was just the section for homosex- 
uals. 

We may have had no special training, but we got 
special treatment from the guards. They were very 
mean and nasty to us. They took special pains to humil- 
iate us. It seems I was always their special target, be- 
cause I was young and pretty and didn’t shave. They 


” were always after me because the other prisoners kept 


giving me wolf whistles. The guards would take me 
downstairs to the johns every day and force me to 
shave, even though there wasn’t a hair on my face. 
They were very vicious about it. They seemed to get a 
charge every time I cut myself, which was often, be- 
cause my skin was very sensitive. 

The only time those of us in STC mixed with popu- 
lation — the rest of the prisoners — was in the dining 
room, One day, about a month after I arrived, I was 
talking in the dining room with a kid named Cooky, a 
gay boy, when the milk spilled. The big blond boy who 
was our waiter came over with a rag. He hesitated as 
he gave it to me. I got mad andi yanked it away from 
him to wipe the table. 

I found that each time I went into the dining room 
after that I kept looking at the blond waiter. I hated his 
guts when I first met him, but I grew to like him. And I 
eventually fell in love with him. 

His name was William Hurst, and he was in for 
stealing a car, I think. I had almost no opportunity to 
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talk to him, because he was in population and I was in 
STC. He finally wrote me a letter saying how much he 
liked me, liked to talk to me and be with me. 

That's when I realized I loved him. It frightened 
me. It was such a strange feeling, At first, I couldn’t 
figure out what was happening to me. My days con- 
sisted of working — I was assigned to making rugs — 
and thinking about him. I couldn’t wait for mealtimes, 
so I could get back to the dining room to see him again. 
My whole three years at Elmira was spent just thinking 
about William, and I got into a lot of trouble as a re- 
sult. 

I tried to get transferred into population so I could 
be with him. But the prison officials were hep to what 
was going on and refused permission. The guards and 
the priest warned me about William. They told me that 
I shouldn’t bother with him, that he was no good for 
me, that he was nothing but trouble — he’d always 
been trouble and he’d always be trouble. 

Indeed, William was constantly getting in hot 
water and being sent to the guardhouse, a kind of soli- 
tary confinement. Every time he was sent E ties, J 
found I couldn’t live in STC alone. 

So Id get in trouble myself just to wo sent to the 
guardhouse to be with him, I must have spent every 
other month in there. The longest I stayed out was 
three months. 

The first time it happened, I simply refused to 
work, So the guard brought me before the disciplinary 
officer, a degenerate named Sergeant Murphy. He was 
built like a bull and he had huge hands, 

Murphy sat behind a desk like a judge, but he was 
judge, jury, prosecutor and executioner all in one. I was 
led in before him. 
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“You didn’t do your work,” he said. “Why not?” 

“Because I didn’t feel like doing it.” 

The guard piped up, “He didn’t feel like doing his 
work because William Hurst is down here.” 

“Is that right?” Sergeant Murphy asked. 

“No, it’s not right.” 

“Well, I don’t believe you,” he said. “What do you 
think of that?” 

I said nothing. 

“Well, I'll give you something to think about.” 

And with that, he gave me a smack across the 
mouth. He hit me about five or six times, until I fell to 
the floor. Then he kicked me in the stomach. 

But the pain was worth it, because it gave me a 
chance to be with the man I loved. 

I was sentenced to the guardhouse for thirty days. 
William and I were in separate cells and couldn’t talk 
to each other. But I was able to see him when he was 
led in and out to the shower or when he was assigned 
to sweep the floors. As long as I could see him, I was 
happy. It was paradise to me as long as I was near him. 

During my three years in Elmira, I was alone with 
William only once. We found ourselves isolated from 
the others for a minute or so on the way to ‘church. 
William didn’t say anything. He just kissed me. It was 
the biggest thrill of my life. It made my whole sentence 
worthwhile. 

But, on the whole, I spent a miserable three years 
in Elmira, Sexually, it was a zero. I didn’t bother with 
any of the men. The only ones available to me were the 
other homosexuals in STC, and I’ve never been attrac- 
ted to fags. They'd go after each other, but I stayed out 
of it. I was being faithful to the man I loved. 


38 


Some of the guards were really brutal, especially 
those in the guardhouse. I don’t know why, but I al- 
ways seem to have borne the brunt of their beatings. 
Whenever there was beating to be done, I was the one 
singled out to get hit. 

Once, after several of the kids in STC had slashed 
their wrists, the prison officials decided on a show of 
discipline. The guards unlocked our cells one night and 
made us all line up in the corridor. I happened to be 
the first on line. 

Then the warden walked in. He was a tall stately 
man, not at all like one of the guards. But he was made 
of the same stuff. He walked straight up to me and 
started smacking me with his hands. To cap it off, he 
gave me a punch in the stomach. 

“Let this be an example to the others,” he said and 
walked away. 

When they started slugging you, you just had to 
stand there and take it. If you fell to the floor, they'd 
only start kicking you. And if you tried to block the 
blows or hit them back, they'd really lay into you. 

One time, when an officer was beating me, I raised 

a hand to hit him. Two other guards piled into me, and 
the three of them really beat the hell out of me. I was 
knocked into a pile of broken glass and got a sliver in 
my eye. I had to spend several days in the hospital. 
— William got out of prison about a year before I did. 
For the remainder of my sentence, I managed to stay 
out of the guardhouse. But because I'd been such a dis- 
ciplinary problem before, there was no chance of pa- 
role, I served the whole three years. 

The only break I got was being released a day or 
two early. I was scheduled to get out on October 12th, 
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Columbus Day, but they don’t release prisoners on a 
holiday. My mother and stepfather didn’t know about 
it and weren’t at Elmira to meet me, 

The prison officials gave me twenty dollars and a 
new suit and drove me to the train station. When I got 
on the train, I was ecstatic. I couldn’t believe I was 
free. It was like being born again. As the train passed 
the prison, I took a long look at it and said to myself, 
Goodbye! This is the last time I'll wind up in that 
place. I was amazed that I had gotten out alive. 

I came back to Hoboken and went home. My 
mother welcomed me with open arms. She cried, I 
cried, and then she made me a big dinner. 

Afterward, we sat down with my stepfather and 
talked. Of course, the main topic was what was I going 
to do now. 

“I’ve got to go on my own, mother,” I said. “I’ve 
got to find out what I’m going to do. First of all, I've 
got to find myself a job.” 

I didn’t want to stay with my stepfather, so I 
moved in with an aunt. A friend of my mother’s got me 
a job at a wire factory in Hoboken. 

But my main desire was to see William again. He'd 
given me his address and phone number before he left 
prison. As soon as I had a chance, I called the number 
in Staten Island and spoke to his father. He told me 
William was back in jail. 

His court date was coming up soon. I took a day off 
from work and went to the courthouse on Staten 
Island. I saw them leading William out of the paddy 
wagon. My heart pounded when I saw him. 

I rushed into the courtroom to get a front-row seat, 
but I don’t know if William noticed me or not. The 
. judge called him “a menace of the worst kind” and 
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sentenced him to ten to twenty years in prison. Wil- 
liam just looked up at the judge with a big smirk on his 
face as if he couldn't care two shits, 

My whole life seemed to go down the drain right 
there. Everything I had waited for all those months 
was gone. I was heartbroken, but what was I going to 
do? I wasn’t about to go back to jail just to be with 
him. So I went home and I went back to work. 
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I couldn’t hold the job at the wire factory. The labor 
was too heavy for me, lifting one-hundred-pound 
spools of wire. After about a month, I was fired. 

I drifted back to New York and ran into Shelley 
again. He’d served his eighteen months and was back 
on the streets, hustling as a male prostitute. He talked 
me into sharing an apartment with him on the West 
Side. 

Of course, I fell into the same routine again, hus- 
tling fags. I wanted to go straight, but there was noth- 
ing I could do, no way to earn a living. I wasn’t strong 
enough for manual labor, and I didn’t have enough ed- 
ucation to work in an office. 

Through Shelley I met a lot of gay boys who 
dressed in drag — transvestites, or TVs in the slang of 
the streets. To look at them and talk with them, you'd 
think they were women. The only way you could tell 
they weren’t women was when you saw them with 
their clothes off . . . and sometimes not even then. A 
gay boy by the name of Lily Ann showed me how he 
hid his penis and had sex with men — without their 
realizing he was a boy! 

One day, I met Shelley in a restaurant at 72nd and 


42 


Broadway. He was sitting with what I thought were a 
couple of TVs. He introduced them to me. I forget the 
name of the first. Then he said, “This is Vera. She had 
the operation.” 

“What sort of operation?” I asked. 

“To become a woman,” Shelley said. 

“It’s not true!” 

“Yes, it is true,” Vera said. 

“Well, you'll have to show me for me to believe it.” 

Vera took me home and took off her clothes and 
showed me. I couldn’t believe it. The biggest dream of 
my life was to become a woman. It was Shelley's 
dream, too. And here was someone who had actually 
done it. 

I tried to make friends with Vera and find out ev- 
erything I could about the operation. Of course, she 
took advantage of me. She saw her chance to get work 
and money out of me, and she took it. She didn’t give 
me the information all at once, but fed it out in small 
pieces, a bit one day, another bit two or three days 
later. 

She kept me dangling while I did housework for 
her. I kept her entertained. She’d feed me dinners, and 
I'd have to pay for the food, both hers and mine. I be- 
came her flunky. 

Finally, I couldn’t take it any more and I left, with 

_ only part of the information I needed. 
. * Meanwhile, Shelley and another gay boy named 
' “Geraldine” took off for California, saying they were 


_. going to get the operation. I didn’t believe them. 


My life went on as before, by day hustling men as a 
boy and picking them up for kicks in drag at night. I 
moved into a rooming house and paid eight dollars a 


‘ s\ week for a room that was like a closet with a bed in it. 
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Months went by. One night at about two a.m. there 
was a knock at the door while I was sleeping. 

“Who is it?” I asked. 

“Me, Geraldine.” 

I opened the door and it was Geraldine dressed in 
drag. 

“Do you recognize me?” 

“Sure, I recognize you.” 

Geraldine came in, and we sat on the bed in my 
tiny room. 

“I’ve got something to tell you. I had the opera- 
tion.” 

“You're kidding me,” I said. “I don’t believe it. 
You've got to show me.” 

Geraldine took off her clothes. I looked at her and I 
practically puked. Not because I was sick at the sight, 
but because it hadn’t happened to me. I started to cry. 

“What about Shelley?” I asked. 

. “Shelley had it too.” 

I cried even more. For two weeks I cried whenever 
I thought of it. 

Shelley was also in town, and the three of us got to- 


gether the next day. They told me all the details of the 


operation. I was sick about the whole thing. I had 
wanted to get the operation long before either of them, 
but they had more perseverance in getting out and hus- 
tling and saving the money for it. 

“I can’t do it,” I said. “I can’t remain a man any 
longer. I’ve got to have the operation, too.” 

I went home, gathered up all my male clothes and 
threw them into the Hudson River, every stitch of 
them. From that moment on, I resolved to wear only 
women’s clothes. Until I could have the operation and 
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actually be a woman, I'd dress like one and act like 
one. 
I was through with hustling fags. I decided to play 
the part of a woman and hustle men who wanted 
women. It was no problem. Some of the gay boys in 
New York had been doing it for years. Lily Ann had 
shown me how. 

I'll never forget the first trick I turned in drag. He 
was a tall blond man I met outside the Plaza. I gave 
him the eye and he smiled at me. 

“You looking for a good time?” he asked. 

“T’m looking for money,” I said. 

“How much are you interested in?” 

“How much are you spending?” 

“The most I can go is thirty.” 

“Okay.” 

He took me to his room in the St. Moritz. I started 
to undress. I was wearing a blouse and a skirt and high 
heels. My hair was in a ponytail. 

I worried that he might notice something when I 
took off my bra. Ever since I’d met Vera, I'd been tak- 
ing female sex hormones, so I'd developed a bit of a 
bust, but they were barely more than pimples, The guy 
didn’t say anything, though. I guess he just thought I 
was flat chested. 

“Took,” I told him, “there’s one thing I’m worried 
about. I’m afraid I'll get pregnant.” This was before 
the days of the pill. “And I’m very fertile now. You'll 
have to pull out and come on the towel. That's the only 
way I'll go with you.” 

He agreed. ee 

I turned out the light and slipped into the bath- 
room for a moment. I came out when the only illumi- 
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nation was the bathroom light shining through the half- 
open door. I held the towel to my stomach, hiding my 
penis and my testicles underneath it. 

I lay down on the bed and spread my legs. He 
climbed on top of me, and I guided his prick into my 
asshole. He fucked away for a few minutes, then pulled 
out and came on the towel. 

We got dressed. He said, “Thank you. I hope I see 
you again.” And I left. 

I was ecstatic. I couldn’t go back to the streets right 
away to make another thirty. I had to run home and 
tell Shelley and Geraldine how I'd pulled it off. 

I took the thirty dollars I'd made and splurged on 
some new clothes the next day. Then I started saving 
for my operation. 

The operation would cost five thousand dollars, and 
I'd need about another two thousand for the air fare 
and my living expenses while I was recuperating. That 
was going to mean a hell of.a lot of hustling. 

I went through men like water: I turned three, four 
or five tricks a night. I worked every evening from ten 
o'clock until about three in the morning. Then I'd go 
home and go to bed. I always slept with my make-up 
on, because I’d never know when a john might ring the 
buzzer. I'd passed out my phone number and address 
all over town in my search for tricks. I’d never done 
that before, because I was afraid of getting arrested 
again and being sent back to prison. But now that I 
was determined to get the operation, I was willing to 
run any risk. I can’t count the number of men I hustled 
to earn the money for the operation. None of them 
ever knew I was a boy. 

There were some small problems. Some of the 
johns wanted to finger me or eat me. When they'd get 
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itchy fingers, I'd tell them, “Don’t touch. I don’t like to 
be touched.” Guys are usually pretty cowed by a pros- 
titute, so they did as I said. 

Only once did I have a real problem. I was back liv- 
ing with Shelley. She’d just had her nose fixed and was 
in bed with a sailor —1 don’t know if he was a com- 
mercial trick or not. I was in the next room. 

About one in the morning the doorbell rang. I 
jumped out of bed and answered the intercom. A 
man’s voice asked for Patricia Morgan. He said so- 
and-so sent him. 

“Come on up,” I told him. 

I opened the door for him, and I could tell right 
away he was a policeman. There’s something about 
cops that’s a dead giveaway. 

“You're a cop,” I said. 

“No, I’m not. I swear.” 

“Prove it!” 

He spread his arms in a gesture of surrender. 
“Search me.” 

I searched him from head to toe. I patted every 
part of him. He didn’t have a badge. He didn’t have a 
gun. So I went into the bedroom with him. He gave me 
fifty dollars and I started undressing. 

He pretended that he was undressing, pulling off 
his belt, a very wide belt: Pinned on the inside of it was 
his policeman’s shield. 

We wrestled. I tried to push him out of the apart- 
ment and he pushed me back. Suddenly, there was a 
banging at the door. Before I knew it, his partners had 
knocked the door down. They arrested me. Of course, 
they had no idea that I was a boy. 

They wanted to arrest Shelley, too, but I told them, 
“She wasn’t doing anything. She didn’t know I was a 
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prostitute, Can’t you see she’s just had her nose fixed. 
She was in bed with her boyfriend. Leave her alone 
and I'll take the full rap.” 

They brought me down to the police station, 
booked me for prostitution and fingerprinted me. Then 
they took me to the Women’s House of Detention 
overnight. 

The matron made us strip to see if we had any nar- 
cotics or contraband concealed in our clothes or pri- 
vate parts. But even when I stripped, she couldn’t tell I 
was a boy. The gay boys had taught me the trick of 
tucking your organs back between your legs so you'd 
look like a girl. 

The next morning I was taken down to court. All 
women arrested for prostitution have to have a medical 
checkup first. All the girls were lined up, wrapped in 
sheets, waiting to see the doctor. They gave us all a 
shot of penicillin. 

When it came my turn, I climbed on the table and 
I said, “Doctor, I’ve got a surprise for you.” 

“What's the surprise?” he said, without looking 
up from his work. “Do me a favor. You can tell me 
while I’m taking the test. Just sit up here. Put your 
rear end on the edge of the table and let me take a 
smear.” 

“You can’t do that,” I said. 

“What do you mean, I can’t do that?” 

“Well, Doc, I’m going to tell you. I’m a boy.” 

At this point, he had to see for himself. He took one 
look, and he just about fell over from amazement. So 
did the nurse and the matron and everybody else. 

The cops were very embarrassed. The judge gave 


_ them hell, of course, for locking a man up with the 


women. He threw my case out of court, because you 
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can’t convict a man of prostitution. I walked out of 
court in full drag, which is a very rare occurrence, 
When they arrest TVs, they usually cut their hair and 
make them dress in normal men’s clothes. 

I went home. Of course, Shelley and I took another 
apartment immediately, just in case the cops came 
looking for us again. And I went back to work. 

I walked the streets until I had holes in my shoes as 
big as the sole. I used to put cardboard in them. I 
walked the streets every night, rain, sleet or snow. 
Some nights 1 came home looking like a drenched rat. 
To save money, I ate out of cans. 

Finally, I'd saved just about enough for the opera- 
tion. I was turning my last trick. 1 picked him up on 
sgth Street, my favorite stomping ground. He was a 
bald man of about fifty, and he was good for fifty dol- 
lars. 

We went up to my apartment, went into the bed- 
room and got undressed. He fucked me, thinking all 
the time I was a girl. 

When we got our clothes back on and went into 
the living room, Shelley was sitting with some guy. We 
joined them. It was such a pleasure for me to be able to 
relax, I was so relieved that it was all over. I had every 
penny I needed for the operation and enough money to 
cover my recuperation. 

My biggest dream was to show to the last guy what 
I really was. It would give me such a thrill to fuck up 
his mind, because the johns put me through such tor- 
ment. They demand this and they demand that. They 
want you to suck them and spank them and jerk them 
off. They think that just because you're selling your 
body that you’re as degenerate as they are. I just had to 
get even. 
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So I stood up and pulled my skirt up. “How do you 
like this?” I said, waving my cock at him. 

“Where did you get that?” he asked. 

He thought it was a dildo. He did nothing but 
laugh. After that, I couldn’t tell him it was real. 

I said, “Yeah, it’s a dildo.” I dropped my skirt. And 
that was the end of that. 
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Shelley and Geraldine had told me how to go about 
getting the operation. It would be performed by Dr. 
Elmer Belt in Los Angeles. I made the arrangements 
through Dr. Harry Benjamin in New York. 

I bought the plane tickets, said goodbye to my past 
and boarded the flight to Los Angeles . . . anda new 
me. When I arrived on the West Coast, I checked into 
the California Hotel around the corner from Dr. Belt’s 
office on Wilshire Boulevard. I went to see him the first 
thing the next morning. 

The receptionist ushered me into his office. Dr. Belt 
was a demure, white-haired man in his sixties. He re- 
minded me of a butcher, because he wore a white rub- 
ber apron. 

First, we sat and talked. He asked me if I thought I 
was doing the right thing, warning me that once he 
started, there would be no turning back. I didn’t have 
to think about it a single second. “Yes,” I said. 

He explained that before he could perform the op- 
eration, I'd have to get authorization from a psychia- 
trist. He also wanted permission from my mother — 
why, I'll never know, because I was twenty-one at the 
time and legally of age. 
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I had the letter from my mother. Before I left, I'd 
told her, “I have to do this. If I don’t, I'll wind up com- 
mitting suicide, I'm not happy the way I am. The only 
way I'm going to make it in life is this way.” 

She knew I was dressing as a girl, but she didn’t 
know I was hustling. I think she had suspicions, but she 
never came straight out and asked me how I was earn- 
ing a living. 

My mother agreed that the operation would be the 
best thing for me, but my stepfather couldn’t see it. He 
didn’t understand. He didn’t know the torment I went 
through every day, walking down the street and having 
people sneer and spit and call me a “fucking fairy!” 

I never considered “going straight” — trying to live 
my life as a normal male. I never even thought about it, 
because I knew I couldn’t do it. In my own eyes, I was 
“straight.” I had the body of a man, but there was 
something in my hormones and something in my emo- 
tional make-up that wouldn’t let me go through life 
acting like a man and doing the things that men do. 
There was just no place in the world for me as I was. If 
I hadn’t gotten the operation, I think I would have 
killed myself. 

I had a lot of questions for Dr. Belt, “Is the opera- 
tion safe?” 

He assured me that it was, 

* “Will I be happy?” 

“That depends on you,” he said. “If you can accept 
life this way.” 

“I know I can,” I said. “I can’t accept it any other 
way.” a 

He explained how the operation would be per- 
formed. He said he didn’t castrate, because he wanted 
his patients to be able to enjoy a sexual climax. He de- 
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scribed how he imbedded the testicles inside the abdo- 
men and exposed the nerves from the head of the penis 
to form the equivalent of a female clitoris, 

As soon as possible, I went to see the psychiatrist 
Dr. Belt had recommended, a man with an office in 
Beverly Hills. He passed me with hardly a question, 

| was enthused. I couldn't wait to get the operation 
over with. But I had to wait until a hospital bed was 
available. It turned out to be quite a wait, because very 
few hospitals permitted the type of surgery Dr. Belt 
was doing. 

In the interim, I made use of the time to turn a few 
tricks. I picked up a john one night in downtown Los 
Angeles for fifty dollars, He took me to supper in an el- 
egant restaurant, and we dined on filet mignon. Then 
we went home and he balled me. I was still a boy 
dressed in drag, but I used the old towel trick, and he 
never knew the difference. 

Then I got an impish idea. I'd bring him over to see 
Shelley, who was living in Los Angeles at that time, 
and let him ball her. Sort of “before and after,” except 
he’d never know. I called Shelley and she was game. 

We got in the car and started driving down Wil- 
shire Boulevard. He’d been drinking, but I didn’t real- 
ize how drunk he was. We had just about passed Dr. 
Belt’s office when he crashed into another car. 

I went flying into the windshield and shattered it. 
My face was all cut up and I was dripping blood. I 
didn’t realize how bad it was, because I was in a state 
of shock. I looked at my john. He was sitting there, sort 
of stunned himself. I didn’t say a word to him. I just 
reached down, picked up my purse and got out of the 
car. 

A crowd had gathered around the accident scene, 
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and everybody was looking at me. I started to walk 
away, and they all tried to stop me. Blood was still 
pouring down my face. I turned around and looked at 
all the people who were yelling at me . . . and just 
walked away. 

I went a couple of blocks. Everyone I passed tried 
to stop me, but for some reason I just kept going, I had 
no idea where I was headed. I just walked aimlessly, 
without talking to anyone. I was covered with blood 
from head to toe. 

Finally, I started to pull out of my shock and realize 
what had happened. For the first time I really felt the 
pain and saw the blood. 

I stepped out in the street and flagged down a cab. 
I gave the driver Shelley’s address. 

“Let me take you to a doctor,” he offered. 

“No, I want to go to my girl friend’s.” 

He drove me to Shelley’s. She was waiting outside 
for me and the john. I started to get out of the cab, but 
she took one look at me and insisted that we go to the 
hospital. 

She got into the cab with me and we sped off. By 
the time we got there, I was so weak from the loss of 
blood that I could hardly walk. The aides had to carry 
me into the emergency room. 

There was a patient on the table when they 
brought me in. I remember they were wrapping a 
bandage around his head. They just pushed him aside, 
put me on the table and started to work on me immedi- 
ately. They kept talking to me, asking me what had 
happened. 

“I was in a car accident,” I said. 

“Are you the one that had the car accident and 
walked away?” : 
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I told them I was. They were amazed that I had 
lived. I learned that the doctors were working on my 
john in the next room. 

My clothes were saturated with blood. The nurses 
had to cut them away to make sure I wasn’t hurt any- 
where else. I didn’t even know where I was bleeding 
from. 

While the doctors worked on my head, daubing, 
clamping and stitching the gashes, the nurse took a pair 
of scissors and started cutting away my bloodstained 
clothes. When she got down to my panties and saw 
that I was really a boy, she screamed and just about 
fainted. 

So did my john when they told him the news. 

I was listed in critical condition for about a week. 
The doctors had called my mother in Hoboken and 
told her what had happened. She got panicky and 
wanted to fly out to see me, but she didn’t have the 
money. As soon as I was well enough, I called to reas- 
sure her that I was going to be all right. 

As a result of the accident, I was left with a couple 
of horrible scars on my face. I had to stay in the hospi- 
tal several weeks more while they performed plastic 
surgery to cover them up. 

When I finally got out of the hospital, I had to sue 
the john for damages to get the money for my medical 
bills. I wasn’t about to squander any of the funds I’d 
saved for my sex-change surgery. 

It turned out that the john was some sort of bigwig 
in the movie industry. The whole thing proved to be 
very embarrassing for him. 

My lawyer handled most of it, but I remember one 
hearing in his office. I was dressed demurely in wom- 
en’s clothes, but the case had to be listed under my real 
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name, The papers said “Henry Peter Glavocich, also 
known as .. .” And his lawyer kept prefacing all his 
questions to me with, “Henry . . .” The john looked 
sick throughout the whole proceeding, as if he would 
pass out at any moment. 

Rather than have the whole thing aired at a public 
trial, he settled out of court. After my lawyer took his 
cut, I wound up with about two thousand dollars and 
change, barely enough to cover all my medical bills. I 
should have gotten more, but they knew I was a whore, 
so of course they screwed me. 

I'd now been in California for about four months, 
and the money Id saved to live on was running out. Fi- 
nally, Dr. Belt called and said he had a room available 
for me at the Westlake Hospital. I was to check in the 
next day. 
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I couldn’t sleep that night. I was overly tired, but anx- 
ious and so ecstatic that I couldn’t sleep. I finally took 
some sleeping pills and dozed off. 

I got up the next morning, packed my overnight 
case and slipped into a skirt and blouse. It was a bright 
autumn day and I thought, a new day, a new life. 

I took a cab to Westlake Hospital. A nurse’s aide 
led me up to my room and helped me undress. I got 
into one of my nightgowns and climbed into bed. I lay 
there about three or four hours before they came to get 
things started. 

A very nice nurse prepped me. First, she shaved all 
the hair in the pubic area. Then she poured some solu- 
tions in the bathtub and told me to soak in it so I would 
be sterilized completely. Finally, she swathed my legs 
and my body in bandages, all the way up to my bosom. 

About eight o’clock that night, a nurse came in and 
gave me a needle in the hip and a couple of sleeping 
Pills. But I was still so keyed up that I couldn’t sleep. 
‘About midnight, another nurse came in and gave me 
a second needle. I must have gone under right 
away . 

The sil thing I knew, a nurse was tapping me on 


57 


the shoulder to wake me up. It was five a.m. She gave 
me another needle in the hip and another pill. I was in 
a daze. I felt as if I'd had fifteen martinis. Everything 
was blurred. 

The attendants finally came and put me on the 
trundle to wheel me up to the operating room. I kept 
looking at the ceiling, thinking to myself, I can’t wait 
until it’s over. I'll really be a woman. 

But, of course, I had to wait some more. They left 
me outside the operating room for about ten or fifteen 
minutes. It seemed like hours. My mouth was so dry, I 
begged for some ice. A nurse finally came and damp- 
ened my lips with a couple of cubes wrapped in a 
cloth, 

“Don’t swallow it,” she warned. 

You're not supposed to eat or drink anything before 
an operation. 

Finally, Dr. Belt came out to greet me. He was in 
his surgical greens. “Hello, Pat,” he said. 

“Hello, Dr. Belt,” I replied. “Let’s get it over 
with.” 

“Everything will be all right. Just relax.” 

I was wheeled into the operating room. They lifted 
me off the trundle and put me on the table. 

“Sit up, Pat,” Dr. Belt ordered. 

“T can’t,” I answered. “I’m too weak.” 

“We'll lift you up.” 

The attendants sat me on the edge of the table. I 
took one look at the needle the doctor was holding, and 
I just about went under without the aid of anesthetic. 
It seemed twenty inches long. I got panicky. I must 
have made some move to run away. 

“Don’t worry,” Dr. Belt said. “It’s a spinal. You're 
going to have a spinal.” 
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He made me bend over as far as I could so the an- 
esthetist could get in near the base of the spinal cord, I 
felt a pressure there, but nothing else. No pain, just 
pressure. 

* Finally, he said, “Okay, it’s over with,” and he 
& walked away with the needle. 

4 They laid me down on the operating table. Dr. Belt 
kept talking to me, but I can’t remember a word of 
what he said now. It was just bedside patter. Then, all 
of a sudden, he said, “Okay, Pat, can you feel anything 
in your feet?” 

He poked me with a needle. It hurt. 

“Yes,” I said. 

So he continued talking for a few minutes more. 
Then he repeated his question, “Can you feel “ie 
now?” 

He poked me again. 

This time I said, “No.” 

“Do me a favor,” he said. “Move your foot.” 

I tried to move it, but I was paralyzed from the 
bust down. I was scared, because I didn’t know what 
was happening. It felt like there was something sitting 
on me, pinning me down. I couldn’t move so much as a 
toe. 

“Don't be frightened,” Dr. Belt said. “This is nor- 
mal in a spinal.” 

“Okay, doctor. I’m not frightened as long as I'm 
with you.’ 

But, to tell the truth, I was scared out of my wits. 

“Okay, Pat,” Dr. Belt continued. “We’re going to 
pull you down to the end of the table. We're going to 
put your feet in these stirrups.” 

There were two poles at the end of the table. They 
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put my buttocks right on the edge of the table and my 
feet up in the stirrups on the pole. 

They coated my whole pubic area with disinfect- 
ant. Then Dr. Belt took a huge pair of scissors and 
dipped them in the disinfectant. All the while, the an- 
esthetist was putting a needle in my arm. I saw Dr. 
Belt lift the scissors, nod to the anesthetist and, before 
I knew it, I went out, just like that... 

When I woke, it was nighttime. I didn’t realize 
what had happened to me or where I was. I just woke 
up and saw all the wires and tubes and catheters stuck 
in me. I panicked. I jumped out of bed. And I don’t re- 
member what happened next. . . 

The next day, the nurses told me that they had 
found me running down the hall. When I jumped out 
of bed, I pulled all the needles and catheters out. I was 
bleeding all over the place. They’d put me back to bed 
and replaced the plumbing. 

Later, Dr. Belt came in. He checked my tempera- 
ture and asked me how I felt. I was in terrible pain, so 
he told the nurse to increase the injections. At the same 
time, I couldn’t believe that the operation was over. I 
was so happy that I had pulled through. 

I was a woman at last. But at the moment, I was 
just a glob of aching flesh. 

Three days later, Dr. Belt returned to change my 
bandages. I was swathed from my waist through my 
crotch and around the hips. It was like being enclosed 
in a giant diaper. Dr. Belt took the scissors and started 
cutting the bandages away, throwing them in a tray on 
the adjoining bed. I just about got sick to my stomach 
at the sight and smell of all the blood and pus. 

“How do you feel, Patricia?” 
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“Okay,” I said. “I can’t look at you while you do 
this.” 

“Just close your eyes and lay back.” 

He rebandaged me and I went back to sleep. 

I remained in the hospital about two weeks. When 
I was released, I returned to my hotel room. I stayed 
there about two days, mostly in bed, having my meals 
sent up. Then I went back to Dr. Belt’s office. 

Outside the building I fainted. A passer-by appar- 
ently knew there was a doctor’s office inside, because 
when I woke up, I was in Dr. Belt’s office and he was 
standing over me. 

“How do you feel, Patricia?” 

“Okay,” I said. “I guess I'm not as strong as I 
thought. I’m sorry for the embarrassment.” 

“Don’t worry about it,” he said. 

He examined me, then gave me the bad news: I'd 
have to have a second operation. 

. | just about fainted again. 

I hadn’t known that the procedure required two 
separate operations, In the first operation, which lasted 
eight hours, they removed my penis and implanted the 
testicles in my abdomen. But a second operation was 
needed to carve out my female organs. I understand 
they can do it in one shot today. 

But I had thought the whole thing was finished. My 
groin was such a mess that I refused to look at it, so I 
never realized my transformation from man to woman 
was only half-complete. . 

It meant more pain and agony. But as Dr. Belt had 
said, once I started there was no turning back. 

: Two more months passed, during which I recupera- 
ted from the first operation. Finally, it came time for 
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my second sex surgery. I returned to the hospital and 
went through the same routine. Again, I couldn’t wait 
until it was over. Again, I couldn’t sleep. Again, they 
had to give me needles before I dozed off. 

I awoke in the morning . . . and it was the same 
thing again, too. First, the needle in the hip and an- 
other pill. I kept waking and falling back to sleep 
again. Then they wheeled me up to the operating room 
and there was another wait outside. I went through the 
same routine with the ice. 

Again, Dr. Belt came out and told me, “Don’t 
worry, Pat, everything’s going to be all right.” 

I was wheeled into the operating room and placed 
on the table. They didn’t give me a spinal the second 
time, just an injection in my arm. They pushed me to 
the end of the table and placed my feet in the stirrups. 

Once again, Dr. Belt picked up the scissors and dis- 
infected them. He stood there, reaching between my 
legs with the huge pair of scissors in his hand. Then he 
nodded to the anesthetist, and I went to sleep .. . 

I woke up late that night. It had been another 
eight-hour surgery, but I was grateful that it was all 
over. I looked out the window and saw that it was rain- 
ing. I dozed off again. 

When I awoke in the morning, it was still raining. 
Dr. Belt came in again to check on me, and the nurses 
kept giving me needles. The pain inside was even 
worse than before. I kept begging for more needles, 
but Dr. Belt said, “We can’t give you too much or 
you'll become a dope addict.” So I just had to grit my 
teeth and bear it. 

Shelley visited me, bearing gifts — a box of cherries 
and a package of panties, each one inscribed with a 
different day of the week. 
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Dr. Belt returned on the third day with his son, 
who was also a doctor. They cut away the bandages, 
and J was sickened by the stench of the blood and the 
dead flesh. I was swelling something fierce down there. 
I couldn’t look. 

Then Dr. Belt stepped over to the other bed and 
returned with a mole in his hands, a piece of plastic 
shaped like a man’s penis. It looked as big as a baseball 
bat. 

“What are you going to do with that?” I screamed. 

“If you want normal relations, you'll have to let us 
put this in you. Otherwise, the opening will close.” 

There was a mole in me already, but it was only 
about two inches deep. It was sewn into my new 
vagina so it wouldn’t fall out. Dr. Belt cut the stitches 
and took the old mole out. 

] just about went through the headboard when Dr. 
Belt and his son forced the new mole into me. I 
- couldn’t believe the pain. I grabbed the bars on the 
bed and gritted my teeth. The mole was tremendous. It 
was about nine inches long, but it felt like nine feet. 
They kept pushing it up and up and up inside my body. 
After about fifteen minutes, they finally got it in. But 
my body kept wanting to force it out again. 

I was in such pain that the nurse came in right 
away and gave me a shot to knock me out. I was just 
going under as Dr. Belt and his son started sewing the 
mole into my vagina. 

I stayed in the hospital another two weeks or so. 
The pain remained unbearable. When they pushed me 
around the hospital in a wheelchair, even though I had 
four pillows under me, I still couldn’t sit straight. I had 
to turn on my side and put the weight on my hip. 

They'd wheel me onto the terrace, and I’d sit there 
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watching the people passing by. I was happy that it 
was all over. But the pain was almost too much to bear. 

When I left the hospital, I went back to my hotel 
room. I was still in great pain. I couldn’t walk. I had to 
crawl to the kitchen to cook. It was torture. 

About two days after I was released, I went back to 
Dr. Belt’s office. The nurse undressed me and laid me 
on the table. She put a mask over my mouth and nose. 
It was like having fifty martinis. It didn’t completely 
knock me out, because I could still see and hear a bit of 
what was going on, but it was all hazy and fuzzy. Dr. 
Belt cut out the mole and inserted a smaller one. They 
didn’t have to sew it in this time. 

I went home again and for days I was bleeding ter- 
ribly. I think I spent most of my waking hours running 
back and forth to the drug store to buy Kotex. They 
must have thought I was out of my mind buying all 
that Kotex. The clerks looked at me as if I was the pur- 
chasing agent for a chain of cat houses. I finally got em- 
barrassed just going in there. 


IO. 


The pain did not subside. After a few more days at 
home, I found I couldn’t manage. Even worse, I had no 
money left. 

I called Shelley and asked her, “Shelley, would you 
please take care of me? I can’t cook. I can’t do any- 
thing. I have no more money. I can’t keep calling down 
to the restaurant to send me food. I can’t make my 
bed. I can’t do anything. I can’t even let the maid in 
because of the condition I’m in.” 

I was in tears. I couldn’t help myself. I was afraid 
some sort of disease would set in because I couldn’t 
even clean myself. : 

She said, “Sure, I'll come over and pick you up by 
cab.” 

She arrived, packed my belongings and checked me 
out of the hotel. I barely made it out, because I could 
hardly walk. 

Shelley put me up, but it was still hard for me. It 
was hard just getting out of bed, because once I got out 
I couldn’t walk. So I just rolled off the living-room 
couch, where I slept, and crawled to the bathroom. 


I knew Shelley was working as a prostitute, but I 


didn’t pay much attention to her affairs because I was 
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so sick. A few weeks after I moved in with her, there 
was a knock at the door. She opened it and two Ma- 
rines came in. I was lying on the living-room couch ina 
negligee. I was very sick. I remember saying, “Hello!” 
Then I dozed off. 

When I woke up, the Marines had finished their 
business in the bedroom with Shelley and were getting 
ready to leave. One of them came over to me and said, 
“How "bout a kiss before I go?” 

“I’m too sick,” I said. “I don’t feel well. I’m not 
well at all. I’ve got my period.” 

But he was hot to trot. “That doesn’t matter,” he 
said. 
He grabbed me and kissed me. Then he stretched 
his hand down between my legs. I pushed his hand 
away. With my other hand, I pulled out the mole and 
dropped it on the floor beside the couch. I was afraid 
he would try to force himself into me and find out what 
it was. 

I was petrified. I called out to Shelley for help, but 
the other Marine was holding her. 

“Look,” I pleaded, “I’ve got my period. I’m not 
well. Please leave me alone.” 

“I don’t care what you've got,” he shot back. “I 
want you.” 

With that he kissed me and started running his 
tongue all over me. I couldn't fight him off, since I was 
still too weak from the surgery. I tried to push him 
away, but I didn’t have the strength. It was either fight 
him and die trying, or give in. So I gave in. 

I just lay there while he went to work. He pulled 
up my negligee and went down on me. When he 
looked up, his face was covered with blood. He looked 
like something out of a vampire movie. 
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Shelley was trying to help me, but the other Marine 
had her pinned in a chair. My Marine stood up and un- 
buttoned his pants. Then he climbed on top of me and 
fucked me. It was the first time I'd been balled as a 
woman, but I didn’t feel anything except pain and hu- 
miliation. 

When the first Marine finished, his buddy jumped 
on top of me and took up where he left off. Then they 
both got up and walked out. 

I was sore. I was shocked. I remember crying, the 
tears streaming down my face. 

“Shelley, what am I going to do?” 

She couldn’t do anything except try to console me 
and comfort me. After that gang-bang I was bleeding 
even worse than ever, but it subsided after about 
an hour. I stuck the mole back inside and tried to re- 
cover. 

A few days went by. I was lying on the couch again 
one night when Shelley came in with two guys. She 
went into the bedroom with one of them, leaving me in 
the living room to talk to the other. 

* Suddenly, there was a loud pounding at the door. I 
got off the couch somehow and leaned my body against 
the door. 

“Shelley! Shelley!” I screamed. “Somebody’s trying 
to break in.” 

I was too weak to hold the door for long. It came 
flying open and three detectives rushed into the room. 
' One of them ran into the bedroom and caught Shelley 
undressed and in bed with the guy. They questioned 
the two men who told them, “Yes, she’s a prostitute.” 

So they arrested both of us. 

When they started to lead us out, I told the detec- 
tives, “I’m sick. I just had an operation.” I didn’t tell 


67 


them what kind of operation. I just said it was for “fe- 
male problems.” 

So they helped me out. They were very kind about 
it. They treated me not like a prisoner but like a pa- 
tient. Shelley and me and the two johns were taken to 
the police station. The cops’ first concern was to have 
me checked by a police physician. 

The doctor took one look at me and told them that 
I was in no condition for anything except the hospital. I 
was bleeding so badly that they thought I’d had an 
abortion, which was then strictly illegal. 

Thad to tell them that I had had a sex change oper- 
ation, and they called Dr. Belt to verify my condition. 


- He couldn’t believe what had happened. He had done 


the operation only a few weeks before and here I was, 
locked up for prostitution! 

But I wasn’t prostituting ... . yet. I was still too 
sick to do anything. But it was just as bad. There’s a 
law in California that makes it a crime to-live in a 
house of prostitution. 

Of course, everything came out in court the next 
day — that I had a sex change and that Shelley had 
one, too. The johns were flabbergasted. 

The judge told me, “I have to give you time, Miss 
Morgan, to teach you not to associate with such degen- 
erates.” He pointed to Shelley. “That is the worst kind, 
Miss Morgan. You shouldn’t associate with degenerates 
like that.” 

Shelley was sentenced to ninety days. I got thirty, 
but I served it in the prison hospital. 

When I got out of the hospital, I still wasn’t fully 
recovered. I decided to stay in California until I was 
well. The trouble was, I didn’t take care of myself. I 
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wouldn’t wash myself down below because I couldn't 
stand the sight and smell of all the old blood. 

When Shelley got out, she would wash me when I 
took my showers or baths. Or I'd go to the doctor and 
he’d wash me. Dr. Belt finally got fed up and told me, 
“Listen, you're going to have to wash yourself. You 
can’t keep coming in here for sponge baths.” 

As a result of not taking care of myself, I developed 
problems in my urinary tract. I couldn't relieve myself. 
I called up Dr. Belt and asked him what to do. 

“For tonight,” he said, “sit in a nice warm bath and 
you'll be able to urinate that way.” 

I did as he said. I soaked myself in a hot tub and 
suddenly I started gushing . . . right in the bath water. 

Dr. Belt advised me to drink lots of fluids. I did so, 
but it was a little too late. Acids had built up in my ure- 


’ thra and it hadn’t healed right. For two months, I went 
_, in and out of Dr. Belt’s clinic for dilatation, It was as 
., painful as the surgery. He would take long steel rods 


like knitting needles and stick them up my urethra. 
But all his efforts failed. He had to catheterize me 


a ‘again until I could have yet a third operation. When I 
got out of the hospital this time, everything was in 


proper working order. I made sure I drank two gallons 
of water every day and washed myself regularly. I 


‘. wasn’t going to make that mistake again. 


By now Id been in California for nearly six months. 


. Thad become a woman, but what did I have to show 


for it? I'd been in and out of the hospital four times, I'd 
been raped, and I'd been arrested. And I still had occa- 


.', »sional pains in my groin. 
tu". *.)\. But I soon found out what it means to be a woman. 
‘4 Twas walking along Wilshire Boulevard one day 
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when a big blond guy in a sports car pulled up beside 
me. He was about twenty. 

“Where you going?” he asked. 

I told him. , 

“Get in. I'll give you a lift.” 

I got in his car and we drove off. We started talk- 
ing. Soon he asked, “How would you like a cup of 
coffee?” 

I said, “Okay.” 

He didn’t take me to a restaurant. He drove me to a 
beautiful house in Beverly Hills, apparently his par- 
ents’ home. There was a pool in back, and he sat me in 
a beach chair beside it while he went inside and made 
the coffee. After a few minutes, he brought it out and 
we sat there, sipping coffee and talking. 

One thing led to another. Before I knew it, he 
was kissing me and caressing me. He got my blouse 
unbuttoned and started kissing my breasts, even 
though I had very little in the way of a bosom at that 
time. 

I gave in to him. I felt — well, let me see what it’s 
like. 

“I'm a virgin,” I told him. 

He looked at me with a big “don’t-give-me-that” 
smirk on his face. But, as far as I was concerned, I was 
a virgin, because it was all new to me. : 

He brought me into the bedroom and undressed 
me. He was very gentle about it, but I was frightened. I 
wanted it, but I was still scared. 

He made love to me. I didn’t feel anything, prob- 
ably because I was so nervous. But I bled like a red 
river. The bed was covered with my blood because I 
was still tender inside from the operation. 

The guy was really sweet to me after that, because 
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then he knew that I had told the truth — I was a “vir- 

A few days later, he came to see me at my place, 
and he brought me back to the house again. We made 
love a second time. Still nothing happened. 

And nothing happened the third time we went to 
bed. 
But the fourth time, I felt the weirdest sensation 

going through my body. I didn’t know what it was. I 
jumped out of bed and ran out. 

It was too late for me to call Dr. Belt that day. But 
I rang him up the first thing in the morning and told 
him what had happened. 

“You're a very silly girl,” he said. “You were silly to 
do what you did. Didn’t you realize you were reaching 
a climax?” 

So I went back to the guy and when we made love 
again, I didn’t panic. I just let it come. And I expe- 
rienced my first climax, either as a man or as a woman. 
It was a whole new world to me. I felt everything was 
perfect. 

' ‘That sweet, gentle, beautiful blond boy had made 
me a woman. And I can’t even remember his name. 
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Finally, it came time to return to New York. But there 
was one problem: I was broke. So I set about earning 
my air fare home the only way I knew: by hustling. 

I still wasn’t well enough to work every day, but I 
managed to turn a trick every two or three days for 
fifty dollars. After about a month of this, I had enough 
money for my ticket. © 

I flew into what was then called Idlewild Airport, 
boarded a helicopter to Newark and took a cab to my 
mother’s home in Hoboken. My aunt and my mother 
were waiting on the steps for me. My mother threw her 
arms around me and cried. She wouldn't let go of me, 
she was so happy to see me again. She kept asking, 
“How do you feel? How do you feel?” 

“T’'ll survive,” I said. 

Actually, I still wasn’t fully recovered. There were 
days when I was perfectly all right and others when I 
ached all over. This was one of the bad days. I had to 
lie on the couch while I talked to them, because I was 
too sore to sit up. 

My mother had fixed a big dinner, but I didn’t feel 
like eating, Afterward, we talked about my future. 
Once again, I had to face the problem of what I was 
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going to do and where I was going to live. One thing 
was certain in my mind: I was going to go straight. No 
more hustling. 

My mother wanted to put me up at home, but I still 
refused to live there because of my stepfather. I stayed 
for a few days with my aunt. She was the only member 
of the family who stuck by me at this time. All the 
other relatives refused to have anything to do with me 
or my mother. They considered me some sort of freak 
who, by having the operation, had disgraced the fam- 
ily. Later, I stayed for a while with a friend of my 
mother’s in a housing project in Hoboken. 

But I wanted to be on my own. My mother gave me 
a little money, and I went back to New York. I got a 
.. place at a rooming house on West 82nd Street called 

* Gallivan Gables. I stayed there doing little more than 
.» stare at the walls and the ceiling. I was lonely and I 
had nothing to do. I still wasn’t well enough to work, 
‘either at hustling or anything else. My mother con- 


‘«. tinued to pay my bills, taking her hard-earned money 


|. to support me. None of the family knew she was doing 
4. it, or they would have crucified her. 
My nights got especially lonely, so I started to sit in 


u he ‘the rooming-house lobby, talking with the other ten- 


\. ants. The landlady, an Irish woman named Rose who 


| i liked her liquor, had an office next to the lobby. She 
‘Ley chad a friend named Helen who used to stop by to chat 
‘. with her. At first, I didn’t like Helen. I thought she was 


' a snoop and a gossip. But as I got to know her better, 


1: we became the best of friends. 


Helen needed someone to take care of her baby 


py during the day while she worked as a waitress. I agreed 


the todo it, if she’d pay my rent for me — thirty-three dol- 
~. Tars a week. 
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So I started baby-sitting during the day, and at 
night I went bar-hopping. I never was a drinker and I 
couldn't handle alcohol. I'd get plastered just about 
every night. That was my escape from the boredom 
and the pain. I'd go to the bars along Broadway, and 
the guys would treat me to drinks. They were trying to 
pick me up, but none of them ever got a piece off me. I 
wasn’t hustling, because I was still too sore. 

For four or five months, all I did was drink. For a 
person who wasn’t well, it was no way to live, and I 
paid the price for it. One day, when I bent to pick Hel- 
en’s baby out of the crib, I froze. I felt terrible pains in 
my back and I couldn’t breathe. I finally managed to 
summon a neighbor and asked her to mind the baby 
while I called a doctor. 

I didn’t tell the doctor anything about my sex 
change operation. I didn’t have to. He saw that I was 
just run down. He told me that I had to take it easy 

. . and no liquor. So I stopped bar-hopping, and I 
haven't had a drink since. 

I recovered, but it was a long slow process that 
took more than a year. I was well, but bored and 
broke, I couldn’t take it any more. I had to go out, do 
something, and, above all, get some money. Helen was 
paying my rent, and my mother was helping out with 
my food bills, but I needed money for clothes and 
other things. So I drifted back into hustling. 

I got up my nerve and went down to my favorite 
stomping ground, 59th Street. It didn’t take me long to 
pick up a guy and go up to his room in the Essex 
House. He was a perfect gentleman. And it was such a 
relief to go to bed with a guy without having to put a 
towel over my stomach and tell him, “Don’t come in 
me. Pull out and come on this.” 
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I made fifty from him, went out, picked up another 
guy, made another fifty, then retired for the night. 

That’s how it went at first. I was a part-time prosti- 
tute. I'd go out one night and make enough to take 
care of myself for a few days. I'd stay home until my 
funds ran low, then I’d go out and pick up another fifty 
or one hundred dollars. 

As the weeks passed, I got into it more and more. It 
wasn’t a conscious decision, but I quickly became a 
full-time hustler. I quit baby-sitting and moved from 
the Gallivan Gables into my own apartment. I'd try to 
turn two tricks a night, every night except Sunday. I 
never worked on Sunday. I wasn’t religious or trying to 
take after Melina Mercouri in the movie. I just needed 
one day a week to rest up and Sunday was it. 

I had no particular feelings about being a prosti- 
tute. It was a job like any other. Some people sell their 
labor, some people sell their brainpower, I sold my 
body. I felt that I was providing a needed service. 
When men have a desire to eat, they go to a restaurant 

. . and pay for a meal. When they have a desire to 
drink, they go toa bar . . . and pay for their whiskey 
or beer. When they have a desire for sex, they go to a 
prostitute . . . and pay for a roll in the hay. 
; I didn’t regard it as evil. I knew it was against the 

law, but so is spitting on the sidewalk or crossing 
against a red light. Getting arrested is an occupational 
hazard a prostitute faces, the same way a butcher risks 
cutting off his finger or a soldier getting shot, Naturally, 
I tried to minimize the risks. 

Hustling as a female was just like tricking before, 
when I was a boy in drag. Yet, now J had something 
different to offer. I could give the guys what they really 
wanted. I no longer had to fool them. 
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None of the johns knew the truth about me — that 
I'd undergone a sex-change operation. I certainly 
wasn’t going to tell them. That would have been de- 
feating my own purpose. I’m sure some of them would 
have refused to trick with me. And those that would 
want to ball me would desire me not because I was a 
woman, but because I was some sort of curiosity. That 
would be like putting myself on display in a side show 
or sitting for examination in the stirrups in a doctor’s 
office. I prefer guys who want a woman, put up their 
fifty and pull out their dong. Biff, bam, thank you, 
ma'am. 

Only rarely did I get a sexual charge from a john. It 
had to be someone young, attractive and well hung. 
The trouble is, very few guys like that can afford the 
fifty or one hundred dollars I charged. I could have had 
all the young studs I wanted for fifteen or twenty dol- 
lars, but who needs it? Those hot bloods ball you for- 
ever, and at twenty bucks a shot I don’t need my in- 
sides ripped apart. When you're in this business, you 
prefer an older man . . . at higher rates. You just close 
your eyes, lean back and make your fifty. It may not be 
as satisfying sexually, but it is sure as hell a lot easier on 
the insides. 

As a prostitute, I was a real streetwalker . . . or, 
when I became a little more flush, a street-rider. I 
bought a metallic green Thunderbird, and I'd cruise 
the streets in it, hustling guys from curbside. A girl’s a 
lot less likely to be busted in a car than on the side- | 
walk. If she sees a cop coming she can whoosh around 
the corner and out of sight before he has a chance to 
do anything. 

Later, when I moved to New Jersey, the car be- 
came a necessity, not only for getting to work, but for 
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bringing johns back to my apartment, Often a john has 
a wife stashed in his hotel room, and you can’t go 
there. Later, I traded the T-bird for an Audi with seats 
that fold back to form a bed. That’s handy for 
“quickies.” All you have to do is pull onto a dark, de- 
serted street, flip back the seats and go at it. 

I was always a lone wolf. I never worked in a 
house, and I never worked for a pimp or a madam, ex- 
cept back when I was a kid and took tricks from Roy, 
“the male madam.” 

_ T’ve had offers. No girl can work long in the busi- 


" ness without pimps coming around and trying to sign 


you up for their stable. They give you a whole routine. 
They promise you protection, they promise you cus- 
tomers, they promise you love and everything else 
under the sun. But I never bought it. I couldn’t see _ 
somebody else making money on what I had between 
my legs. 

I didn’t need pimps or madams. I knew how to talk 
and get my own customers. I’m a great believer in get- 
ting for myself, doing for myself, and keeping what I 
get for myself. In this world — especially in my situa- 
tion — you've got to watch out for Number One. No- 
body else is going to do it for you. 

I never worked bars, primarily because I don’t 
drink. It’s also too time-consuming. You've got to play 
a game with the johns, let them buy you a drink or two 
before you get down to the nitty-gritty. And if you 
work one bar regularly, you have to split the take with 
the owner and bartender. 

I never worked as a call girl, because I got too 
bored just sitting around the house waiting for the tele- 
phone to ring. I preferred to get out and hustle up my 
own customers. Besides, if a girl gives out her number, 
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sooner or later the cops are going to come calling, and 
you'll be locked up or shaken down. No thanks, 

A call girl or a girl who works a house gets a lot of 
regular customers, and regulars are likely to be per- 
verts or freaks, guys who want you to do all sorts of 
outrageous things so they can get their kicks. Give me 
straight sex any time, a quick fuck for fifty bucks. 

I also liked working the streets because I got to 
meet so many different people. They were mostly 
lonely men who wanted to talk to you almost as much 
as they wanted to ball you. They'd tell you about them- 
selves, about their families, about their businesses and 
the deals they were promoting, how they failed with 
that but will succeed with this. You have to be some- 
thing of a psychiatrist to sit there and talk to them. I 
really got to like some of them . . . just as people. 
There was never any question of love involved. 

I liked to work Central Park South — soth Street 
—not only because the people there are wealthy and 
could afford the fifty or one hundred bucks I charged, 
but because there are a lot of fancy hotels there filled 
with visiting businessmen. Out-of-towners are always 
good for a prostitute’s business. For some reason, a guy 
is much more likely to patronize a prostitute when he’s 
five hundred miles from home than in his own back 
yard, even if his wife’s along. The moment she slips off 
to-see a show or do a little shopping, he'll pick up a 
whore and rip off a quick piece. 

Occasionally, I'd hit a convention. I’d meet one guy 
in the lobby or coffee shop of a big hotel, and he’d tell 
me he’s with a group of ten or twenty guys. I'd take 
them all on. That’s the only time I lowered my price. 
Whenever I could make more than a hundred dollars 
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at one shot, I’d lower the rate to twenty-five or thirty 
dollars a throw. 

Another sure-fire bet for mass action was West 
Point cadets. I met one on the street one day and 
pretty soon my name and number got around the 
whole academy. Almost every weekend, I took on a 
group of about three or four. I only charged them 
twenty dollars a throw. They can’t afford much, poor 
things. I usually picked them up at Park Avenue and 
59rd Street and drove them to my apartment for the 
action. They took the bus back to New York. I didn’t 
get that much money out of it. You might say, it’s my 
bit for my country. 

Even when I take on a group, it’s always one at a 
time. No group scenes. No spectators. I don’t believe in 
that. If you've got spectators, the guys start goofing off 
and showing off to each other, and it takes them twice 
as long. I prefer private sessions for the simple reason 
that the guy comes quickly and it’s over with. 

Of course, I had one advantage over other prosti- 
tutes. Being a man-maid doll, I never had a menstrual 
period. I could turn a trick any day of the year. Three- 
hundred-and-sixty-five days of jazz . . . and no rag. 

I was lucky, too, in that I never caught V.D. Like 
being busted, that’s an occupational hazard of the pro- 
fession. I went for examinations regularly, and not a 
trace of a germ ever showed up. I guess that’s because 
I dealt with businessmen mostly, and they’re a pretty 
clean bunch. 

As a hustler, I Sits fifty, a hundred, two hundred 
dollars a night. Some weeks I'd earn nearly a thousand 
dollars. But the money seemed to flow out as fast as it 
came in. Some weeks I’d have several thousand dollars 
saved up; other times I’d be dead broke. 
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I didn’t know how to manage money. I'd splurge on 
luxuries — especially clothes — when I couldn’t afford 
them. And when I was flush, my relatives would bor- 
row from me. I was a soft touch for any member of the 
family because I wanted them to be nice to my mother. 
Most of them shunned her because I had the sex- 
change surgery. They’d borrow money from me, but 
they continued to shun her. 

I have one aunt who did nothing but borrow, bor- 
row, borrow. Sometimes she paid me back; usually she 
didn’t. It only meant that I had to get out again and 
hustle . . . a little harder. 
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I2. 


Even after the two sex-change operations, I wasn’t 
fully a woman. There was still something missing — 
my bosom. I had a bit of a bust from taking female sex 
hormones, but they were barely more than pimples. I 
used to say they looked like cookies with a raisin in the 
middle. 

So, about a year and a half after I returned to New 
York, I went back to California for more surgery. A 
very good plastic surgeon named Dr. William Hansen 
had been recommended to me. This time, there were 
no problems, no pain involved in the operation. They 
just wheeled me in, gave me an injection in the arm, 
and I went under. . . 

I woke up a couple of hours later, and I felt as 
though I had a house sitting on my chest. I tried to sit 
up, and I practically tumbled over face first. I wasn’t 
used to carrying so much weight. A bosom grows on 
somebody like Sophia Loren over the years, but it hit 
me all at once. 

I had to wear a bra that was size 42, double-D. Dr. 
Hansen took one look at my new boobs and said, “My 
God, they’re like footballs!” 

At that time, I wanted the biggest bust anyone 
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could have. It had to be something tremendous, It was 
just an ego trip. I wanted to show the world that I was 
all woman. 

There was a commercial consideration, too. A big 
bust was good for business. Guys seem willing to shell 
out much more when a girl has a pair of jugs. 

Actually, I had three bust surgeries, and in be- 
tween, some plastic surgery back in New York to 
straighten out my nose. I found that such a big bosom 
was too much of a burden to carry. My back started to 
ache from the strain of keeping up a good front. So, 
about a year later, I returned to Dr. Hansen for my sec- 
ond bust surgery — to have my bosom reduced a bit. 
I'm now a 38D. I think that’s enough for any woman 

» » OF man. 

The third ‘surgery came about because they’d per- 
fected the technique. The first two times I was filled 
with silicone in solid form, and my boobs were pretty 
solid, too. If I laid on my back, my breasts stuck 
straight up like the Rocky Mountains. 

What I now have is liquid silicone in a plastic bag. 
It gives and bounces just like the real thing. Even guys 
who cop a feel can’t tell the difference. The only sign 
of the surgery is the small scar under each boob . . . if 
you look very carefully. 

With my new bosom and straight nose, I felt that I 
was a complete woman, and I had no compunction 
about showing myself off. As the saying goes, if you’ve 
got it, flaunt it. And I had it. I used to walk around the 
neighborhood wearing a pullover blouse, no bra and a 
pair of very short shorts. Everybody knew me by those 
shorts. Remember, this was in the staid part of the Six- 
ties, not the swinging Seventies. 

One day, when I was walking through Central Park 
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wearing my famous shorts, a policeman came over to 
me and said, “You know, it’s illegal to walk around like 
that. You're indecent. Go home and change.” 

“I don’t intend to,” I told him. 

“Then I'm going to have to give you a summons for 
wearing shorts.” 

“Go ahead and give it to me.” 

I wasn’t about to change. I was too comfortable, 
and I felt there was nothing indecent about my legs. 

So he gave me the summons and about a month 
later, I went to court. I got up that morning, got 
dressed and hopped a cab to the Criminal Courts 
Building downtown. I took an elevator to the fourth 
floor where the trial was scheduled. When I got off the 
elevator, somebody yelled, “There she is!” 

I was mobbed by about twenty or thirty newspa- 
permen and photographers. The flashbulbs popped 
away. I didn’t know what was happening, I thought 
maybe there was some celebrity behind me. Then I re- 
alized the celebrity was me . . . and my short shorts. 

I went into court, and the judge asked me how 
short my shorts were. 

“Your Honor,” I told him, “my shorts weren’t 
short. My legs were just too long.” 

I was wearing the shorts under my skirt. My law- 
yer, Enid Gerling, suggested that I show the court ex- 
actly how short they were. But the judge wouldn’t 
have it. 

“This is a court of law,” he sputtered, “not a mod- 
eling studio.” 

I had to go into the john, take off the shorts, come 
back into court and hold them against my skirt to show 
the judge. He finally threw the case out. 

Outside, I modeled the shorts for the photogra- 
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phers. My picture was in all the papers the next day. 

But, before I knew it, 1 got another summons . . . 
for the same damn thing — wearing my famous shorts 
on Third Avenue. I had to go to court again and I won 
the case again. 

Soon everybody was wearing short shorts, only now 
they were called “hot pants.” Everybody should get 
tickets for wearing them, but I guess they can’t lock 
everybody up. What galls me, though, is that I created 
the trend and never got credit for it. The no-bra look, 
too. I wasn’t wearing a bra years before the women’s 
lib people thought of burning them, 

I got arrested again, a few months later, but this 
time it wasn’t so funny. 

I'd gone out to the grocery store one night to buy 
food for my dog, Helen. The store was on Broadway. I 
bought the dog food and started out into the street, but 
it was pouring rain. 

I stood in the doorway waiting for the rain to let 
up. A car pulled up to the curb. There was a big fat 
slob behind the wheel who asked me, “Can I give you 
a lift?” 

“Sure,” I said and got in. 

But he didn’t drive me home. He just went around 
the block and pulled up on the other side of Broadway. 
' Another guy came running toward the car. 

“What's going on here?” I asked. 

“Tm a police officer,” he said. “You're under arrest 
for prostitution.” : 

I wouldn’t have cared if I had been prostituting. 
But this was a bum rap. A whore is fair game for every 
cop who wants to puff up his arrest record . . . or his 
. pocketbook. Even worse, the cop was the sort of fat 
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slob that I’d never go to bed with, no matter how much 
he was willing to pay. Fat people are just very unap- 
pealing to me as far as sex goes. I'm not about to pick 
up some guy's blubbering belly just to get at it. 

1 was so mad about the false arrest that I grabbed 
the keys from the ignition and tossed them into the 
street. The cop turned around and smacked me. 

They brought me to the station and booked me for 
prostitution. I was broke at the time and didn't have 
enough money for bail, so I had to wait in the 
Women’s House of Detention until the case came to 
trial. They put Helen in the dog pound. 

A lot has been written about what a hellhole the 
Women’s House was. Believe me, it’s all true. 

They brought about fifteen or twenty girls there in 
a.group. The matrons made us undress, and, when we 
were naked, they ran their fingers through our hair and 
looked up our snatches to see if we were carrying any 
contraband. I think some of them got a charge out of it. 

Then they made us shower. When we got out, we 
had to wrap ourselves in towels and line up outside the 
doctor’s office. Any girl that’s arrested for prostitution 
has to go through the same routine. You climb up on 
the table and put your legs in the stirrups so the doctor 
can examine you. Then he gives you a shot of penicillin 
and sends you on your way. 

They took all our clothes and make-up and any 
other personal possessions. We had to wear prison 
smocks and Buster Brown shoes. Then we waited in a 
sort of reception room until they took us upstairs to the 
cells. 

When I was a good-looking guy in a man’s prison, I 
had to worry about being attacked by the gay boys. 
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Now, as a good-looking girl in a women’s jail, I had to 
worry about defending myself from the dykes, the big 
butch lesbians who are tough as truck drivers, 

They tried to put me in a cell with a very big col- 
ored girl. She looked rough, and she scared the hell out 
of me. I was really paranoid about being locked in the 
same cell with her. 

“T can’t go into that cell with her!” I told the ma- 
tron. 

I guess she felt sorry for me, since she put me in a 
cell by myself. 

All the heavy work in the jail was done by lesbians, 
bull dykes who practically had the run of the place. 
They came around with trays of peanut butter and jelly 
sandwiches for the new arrivals, since we'd missed the 
regular meal. 

At mealtime, they’d march us into the dining room. 
On the way, just to be evil, some of the girls would 
reach down under their smocks and pull out their 
bloody, smelly Kotex and toss it on the matron’s desk, 
It was so revolting, I’d get sick and couldn’t eat. 

Fortunately, I only had to spend two days there be- 
fore I went to court. 

Of course, the cop lied his head off about what had 
happened. He testified that I had picked him up and 
that I had solicited him. I told it like it was, but the 
judge wouldn’t believe me. 

Enid Gerling was my lawyer again, and she had one 
more legal ploy under the colorful hat she always 
wears. She told the judge that I couldn’t be convicted 
of prostitution, because prostitution was a crime that 
can only be committed bya woman . . . and wasstill 
legally a man! 

Even though I had had the operation and had been 
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changed physically, 1 had never legally changed my 
name or my birth certificate. According to all the rec- 
ords in Hudson County, New Jersey, I was still a male 
named Henry Peter Glavocich. 

But the judge wouldn’t buy that. He said that since 
I was built like a female, I was a female as far as he was 
concerned — no matter what my birth certificate said. 
He found me guilty, but since it was my first offense 
—the first one for which I’d been busted — he sus- 
pended the sentence. 

Of course, I went right back to hustling. But I was 
lucky and never got busted again. 

I had only one other encounter with the cops. I was 
working one of the big midtown hotels and connected 
with a john. He was so loud and boorish, I thought he 
was a tourist. We went up to his room. As soon as he 
closed the door behind us, he pulled out a badge and 
shook me down for every penny I had with me, And I 
was carrying about eight hundred dollars at the time! I 
gave it to him. I figured I was better off giving it to him 
than going to jail and spending the money on lawyers. 

I also went back to court a few months later — to 
become a woman legally. I went into Superior Court in 
Jersey City, and when I came out I was no longer 

. Henry Peter Glavocich. I was Patricia Anne. The last 
name was still Glavocich. I just use “Patricia Morgan” 
professionally. 

When someone has his name changed, a legal no- 
tice has to be filed in the paper. My lawyer knew I 
didn’t want publicity so he put the notice in the last 
paper anyone would think of — the Jewish newspaper! 
But somebody tipped off the reporters, and the story 
soon hit all the papers. 
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I 3. 


I met a famous pop singer, whom I'll call “Jenny Gib- 
son,” at the hairdresser’s, and we became good friends. 
She’s a warm, earthy woman with a marvelous sense of 
humor. 

She and her husband used to have a standing joke. 
Whenever she'd ask him if he wanted anything, he’d 
say, “Yeah, a good-looking Finnish maid.” 

She decided to give him what he wanted. One 
night, he came home from his weekly poker game with 
the boys and walked into the kitchen to pour himself a 
Coke. Who should be standing there but me —in a 
very brief bikini. ! 

. “What's this?” he called to niles 

“The Finnish maid,” she said. 

‘ We all got a big laugh out of it. 

The only thing Jenny didn’t like about me was my 
line of work. She was always after me to give up hus- 
tling. One day, she finally laid down the law: either I'd 
have to quit hustling or we could no longer be friends. 

Of course, I couldn’t quit. I didn’t know what else 
to do. So I didn’t see Jenny for quite a while. Then one 
day I called her up and said, “Jenny, you're going to be 
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proud of me. I’ve quit hustling. I’m going into the lim- 
ousine business.” 

Here’s how it came about. One day I was turning a 
trick with a chauffeur. While I was lying in bed talking 
with him afterward, I thought to myself, why not have 
female chauffeurs? It would go over big. 

I'd been saving my money, I didn’t know what for, 
but I'd accumulated a nest egg of about five thousand 
dollars, Here was my chance to put the money to good 
use. I went to my attorney and asked him what he 
thought of the idea. He thought it was great. Then he 
asked me what the name of the service would be. I 


_ hadn’t given it a thought until then, but I immediately 


blurted out, “The Bunny Limousine Service.” 
That was the clincher. I went to the banks and con- 


_ vinced them that it would be a going proposition, and 
_ they put up some of the money. 


Between the bank loans and my five thousand, I 


: bought three limousines. I designed outfits for my driv- 


ers — tight black leotards with little tank tops and a 
pink bunny-tail on the back. In winter, the girls would 
also wear black capes with a white lining. And, of 
course, a chauffeur’s cap with a bunny on it. The uni- 


| forms were really quite cute. 


I put ads in the papers for girl drivers. You can’t 


imagine the types who came applying for jobs as 


bunnies. I got all shapes and sizes — fat old ladies who 


_ thought they were a match for the Playboy centerfold, 


and bull-dyke cab driver types. Of course, I couldn’t 
hire any of them. :' -: 
* Eventually, I got six girls working for me ls 


. myself, seven— to handle two shifts. We got some 


good publicity in the newspapers, and I had one of the 


girls appear on television's “What's My Line?” to plug 
the Bunny Limousine Service. We went out on street 
corners and passed out cards advertising it. 

As a result, we got lots of calls. We made lots of 
money. And we had lots of fun. 

But it was exhausting fighting off the men. There 
was no hustling involved in the operation. We were 
strictly straight. But a few guys immediately thought it 
was some sort of a racket, a front for prostitution. 
They'd call us up and say, “Is this the Bunny Lim- 
ousine Service? We've got some nice big carrots for 

ou. 
: “Forget the carrots,” I'd tell them. “Just give us the 
lettuce.” 

It could have been a tremendous business. But I got 
discouraged when male customers constantly tried to 
molest the girls. The girls would quit on me, and then 
‘ I'd have to go out and hire and train new ones, This 
one would oversleep, that one would have her period, 
and another just wouldn’t show up for work. I had to 
put in sixteen hours a day, every day, just to keep the 
business going. After a few months of this, I was ex- 
hausted. 

About ten months after the Bunny Limousine Serv- 
ice got started, my very dear friend, Helen, became 
deathly ill in Ireland. I put the cars in a garage, closed 
down the service and went over there to nurse her 
back to health, I think, if I hadn’t taken off when I did, 
I would have been a candidate for collapse myself. I 
couldn’t keep the service open while I was away, be- 
cause there was no one else who knew how to run it., 

I was in Ireland for about a month. When I came 
back to New York, I decided, this is it. I’ve had it. I just 
can’t take it any more. It’s just too tedious and too 
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much work. So I filed for bankruptcy . . . and drifted 
back to hustling. It was a hell of a lot easier. 

Fortunately, Jenny realized that I was what I was, 
and nothing could change me. She'd just have to take 
me as I was. She did, and we've remained good friends 
ever since, even though I continued to hustle. 

Like many prostitutes, on occasions when I’ve been 
asked to list an occupation, I've said “model.” But un- 
like most prostitutes who say so, I actually did some 
modeling. 

I got my start in the business in a very funny way. I 
was out in California, dead broke, after one of my bust 
surgeries. I looked around to see if I could get a job. 
Down the street from the place I was staying was a lit- 
tle house with a sign outside, “models wanted.” 

So I walked in. A guy and his wife were sitting in 
the office. I said, “I'd like to apply for the job.” I had a 
good figure, and I didn’t mind showing it off. 

He sized me up and said, “Okay. You'll do.” He 
pulled a bunch of papers out of his desk, filled out the 
forms, and I signed them. The rates for modeling, he 
told me, were twelve dollars an hour. He’d get half and 
Id get half. 

After I'd signed the forms, he said, “Do you mind 
coming into the back room?” I followed him there. He 
shut the door behind us and told me to undress, 

I hadn’t realized it was nude modeling. But I was so 
hungry that I agreed. 

There were about a half dozen other “models” 
working in the house. The girls would sit around in one 
room and play cards until a customer came in and 
chose the girl he wanted. Since I was a new face — 
and figure — of course, I got many of the jobs. 

Then you'd go into a private room and switch on 
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the timer. Most of the customers would offer me more 
money to do something other than model. It was 
tempting, but I wasn’t buying it. I was working, I 
thought it was honest work, and I wanted to stay hon- 
est. 

I guess I was naive not to have realized right away 
that the place was nothing but a whorehouse, plain and 
simple. But the subject was never mentioned. The girls 
just did what they had to do and never talked about it. 

That was the irony of the whole thing. Here I was, 
a hooker trying to go straight — and the first place I 
wind up is a cat house! 

I stayed at the “model studio” only about two 
weeks. In that time, I made enough money to pay my 
plane fare back to New York. Just as I was getting 
ready to leave, I heard that the place had been raided 
by the police. That was one time I really lucked out. 

Back in New York, I did some modeling from time 
to time. Strictly nudes for private collections. I learned 
first hand what a “beaver shot” was. These horny old 
men would shoot straight at my snatch — and none of 
them ever realized the truth about me. 

I'd get twenty-five or thirty dollars an hour mod- 
eling, which is pretty good money. But there were 
never enough calls to make a steady living at it. So I 
just kept drifting back to hustling. 

From time to time, Jenny Gibson suggested that I 
should go into show business. She thought I'd go over 
great as a stripper. She even offered to have some of 
her colleagues work up the routines, costumes and pat- 
ter for me. But I wasn’t interested. 

Some years later, though, I got an offer from the 
owners of the Take 3 nightclub in Greenwich Village 
to do an act there, and I decided to take them up on it. 
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I started to rehearse my routines. And they put out 
some publicity — of course, advertising me as a sex 
change. 

Then all hell broke loose. My mother would call me 
up in tears and tell me about all the pressure her family 
was putting on her. They treated her like someone 
who'd given birth to a freak. They'd never like the idea 
of my having the operation. And now that I was going 
on stage and exhibiting myself — that was even worse, 
It didn’t matter that all the publicity was for “Patricia 
Morgan.” They knew I was a relative, and that was 
what bugged them. They couldn’t get to me, so they 
took it out on my mother. They made her life a living 
hell because of me. 

So, to spare her the trouble, I gave up the act . . . 
and quietly went back to hustling. Apparently, that 
was all right as far as the family was concerned. 

Thus ended my show-biz career . . . unless Darryl 
F. Zanuck wants to call me up now. 
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A girl gets an interesting perspective on some famous 
personalities when she’s flat on her back. Celebrities 
often behave far different in bed than they do on the 
stage, screen, sports field or political platform. 

Take a certain well-known radio talk-show host. He 
was a friend of Jenny Gibson’s, even though she re- 
garded him as “on the make for every woman he met.” 
She decided to play a joke on him. She had a group of 
friends up at her house in Englewood Cliffs, New Jer- 
sey, for a pool party one Sunday afternoon. Among 
them was this talk jockey and his son, a kid of about 
seventeen. Jenny told them that “this gorgeous Las 
Vegas show girl is coming” — me. 

I drove up in my green Thunderbird. I was wearing 
my famous shorts and a pullover blouse. No bra, of 
course. Well, the son’s eyes just about fell out when he 
got a glimpse of me. As for his old man, for once he 
was speechless. 

When we were splashing in the pool, being the big 
ladies’ man that he was, he tried to pick me up. His 
hands were everywhere under the water trying to cop 


a feel. 


A. 
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Later on, we took a walk into the woods behind 
Jenny's house. When he wasn’t pawing me, he was 
propositioning me — for both him and his sonl 1 told 
him I'd think about it. 

When we got back to the pool, the others were all 
grinning and chuckling to themselves. I figured Jenny 
or her husband had told them about me. For a while, 
they just sat around and laughed every time the talk 
jock poked a paw in my direction. Then they finally 
broke down and told him that I had had a sex change. 

Well, he literally turned the color of his name. He 
was like a little boy when you tell him there’s no Santa 
Claus. He sputtered and he fumed and he started yell- 
ing at Jenny. She lost him as a friend forever. 

\Jenny also introduced me to a famous football 
player at a supper club in Manhattan —a guy who 
now turns up regularly on the TV screen announcing 
the games. He was very attractive and I liked him im- 


- mediately. I didn’t want to let him know that I was a 


sex change .’. . ora prostitute. When we left the club, 
he said, “‘Give me your number and I'll call you up for 
avdate.”!!? fs 4x. 


“<° L gave him my number, and he called me at about 
*’ ten.o’clock that night. We met about an hour later, and 


he brought me to a friend’s apartment on 57th Street. 
We went inside and pretty soon the inevitable hap- 


_ pened. We got undressed and went to bed. 


. I must say, I was a little disillusioned. He wasn’t 
nearly as well endowed as I thought he would be, since 
he was so big and husky. Balling him was like tickling 
myself with my pinky. But I must say, he was a perfect 
gentleman. When we finished, he even got up and 
made me breakfast. 

EO yg b 
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He called Jenny the next day and asked her, 

“What's with that dame? It was a wild experience, But 
. « her breasts felt like footballs!” 

That was before I had my third bust surgery. 

Of course, Jenny didn’t tell him the truth. How he 
found out, I'll never know. Apparently, someone who 
saw us together told him. He was plenty pissed off 
about it. 

About four or five months later, I was standing out- 
side the J.C. Penney Building on Sixth Avenue adver- 
tising for my limousine service. I and two or three of 
the girls were handing out cards when I spotted him 
standing beside the building. His network is right 
across the street. I walked over to him and I said, 
“How come you haven’t called me again in all this 
time?” 

“I didn’t like what you pulled on me,” he an- 
swered, 

“What do you mean, what I pulled on you?” 

“You know, what you’d gone through and you 
never bothered to mention it to me.” 

“Why should I?” I told him. “You liked me when 
you met me and I liked you, so there was no need for 
me to tell you. You liked it when you didn’t know 
about it. Now that you know it, you don’t like it. That’s 
life.” 

And with that, I srallied away. 

He reminded me of the little boy who liked spinach 
until he found out what it was. I’m afraid that Jenny 
wound up losing another friend because of me. 

Then there was the Italian comic who picked me 
up after his performance at the Latin Quarter. I was 
sitting at ringside and I was all dolled up. My date had 
slipped off to the john or to make a telephone call or 
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something when the comic came offstage. He used the 
old routine, “Haven’t I seen you somewhere before 

. in Florida? Or California? Or Vegas?” 

I said, “No, you didn’t. Why don’t you just come 
right out and say it, whatever's on your mind.” 

So he said it — pretty bluntly. 

And I put it to him — pretty bluntly. No bills, no 
ball. 
He agreed, and I gave him my number. 

He called me up a few days later and made a date. 
When he came over to my apartment, his top offer was 
fifty dollars. I tried to get a hundred, but I wasn’t too 
hungry at that time. I figured, fifty is fifty. And at least 
I knew he wasn’t a cop. 

He thought he was the world’s greatest lover, a real 
Romeo. I thought he was just about the sloppiest lover 
I could ever find. But he did have one advantage — he 
was fast. He was so hot about getting his rocks off, he 
didn’t even give me a chance to get into the bedroom. 
He just threw me on the living-room couch and. . . 
wham! And that was the end of him. 

In the language of his profession, it was a one-liner. 

I had another famous comic whose whole perform- 
ance was one-liners — literally. He’s a big, fat, bald 
guy of about fifty whom you've seen on TV dozens of 
times. I met him outside P.J. Clarke’s bar on Third 


Avenue one night and gave him my number. I don’t 


know why I did it. Fat men have never appealed to 
me, even when they're willing to pay top prices. 

On top of everything else, this guy was a cheap bas- 
tard. He came to my apartment the next night and 
offered me twenty dollars. 

“You're out of your mind,” I said. 

He finally agreed to pay fifty, and we went to bed. 
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He was so big that I refused to let him get on top of 
me. I had to straddle him and push his blubbery belly 
out of the way so I could get at his dong. It felt like I 
was rolling dough. 

I guided him inside me and started pumping up 
and down. And what does he do? He goes into his 
night-club act, telling one joke after another. None of 
them were very funny, but I had to laugh just to keep 
him happy. I think he got more charge out of having a 
captive audience for his stale gags than he did from 
getting laid. 

I finally had to tell him to “shut up! Just concen- 
trate on the business at hand.” And he came. 

There was one celebrity I met who was a real tiger 
in bed. And he may well be the only man I’ve ever 
balled who knew the truth about me . . . before we 
balled. 

It happened this way. I was walking down Broad- 
way near 76th Street, not far from my apartment. I had 
a pair of my famous short shorts on. A limousine pulled 
up beside me, and the chauffeur came running over to 
me. 

“There’s somebody in the car who wants to meet 
you,” he said. “And he’s willing to pay a handsome 
price.” 

He told me who it was. He was a famous actor, a 
good-looking guy you've seen dozens of times on the 
Broadway stage, the movies and in his own TV series. 

He apparently knew who I was, since he lived 
around the corner from me. And everybody in the 
neighborhood knew about me. 

There were two other people in the car with him, a 
man and a woman. I got in the car and told him that 
my price was one hundred dollars. 
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“That'll be cash on the line,” I added. 

He agreed, but his only stipulation was that. this 
other couple be allowed to watch. 

“I’m not interested in that scene,” I told him. “I’m 
strictly solo.” 

He apparently wanted to ball me so badly, he 
agreed. He let the other couple out. The chauffeur 
drove us to my apartment, and we went upstairs. The 
actor had a large can of amyl nitrates which he laid on 
the end table. 

We got undressed and got into bed. I must say, he 
was very well endowed. Believe me, he was a stud — 
about nine solid inches. He was the type of guy any girl 
would want to get her hooks into. 

He really went at it. First, he ate me, which is 
something I really dig. Then he started banging me. 
And right in the middle of it, he started pulling out the 
amyl nitrates and sniffing them. They supposedly give 
you some sort of a rush, and he really dug it. But they 
stink something awful. My whole apartment smelled 
like dirty socks. He tried to shove them in my face, but 
I refused to sniff them. He didn’t stop hammering away 
at me until he had finished snorting the whole can of 
amyl nitrates. 

And that was the end of that. We ari up. I made 
him a few drinks, and we talked for a while. He told 
me that since he lived in the neighborhood, he couldn’t 
get too involved with me. People might see things and 
start to talk. 

So I said, “Okay, if I see you, I'll just ignore you 
and vice versa,” 

And that’s the way it’s been ever since. Until I 
moved away, I saw him occasionally in the neighbor- 


’ hood, but I never did anything more with him. 
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Finally, there was a famous politician, a man whose 
name and face you'd recognize instantly, someone 
who's been frequently mentioned as a presidential pos- 
sibility. 

I was parked on Central Park South late one night 
when I saw him going into Trader Vic’s restaurant with 
another man. I waited until he came out, even passing 
up the chance of turning a couple of other tricks. He 
came out very late, about two A.M. 

I called him over to the car and threw open the 
door for him. He leaned over and looked at me. 

“Yes?” he asked in an unmistakable voice. 

“I was going to ask you for your autograph,” I said. 
“But I don’t think I will now. I'll just ask you if you 
want to ball.” aa 

That did it. He slipped into the front seat beside 
me, and his friend —a big, handsome, blond guy of 
about forty — climbed in beside him. I slipped an arm 
around his shoulder, unzipped his pants, pulled out his 
cock and started squeezing it. He slipped his hand 
under my skirt and copped a feel. He obviously liked 
what he saw and felt. 

“I’d like to,” he said. “But I can’t take you up-° 
stairs —” He was staying at the Park Lane. “ —be- 
cause my wife’s there.” 

“We can go to my place ...'. in Jersey,” I sug- 
gested. “It’s only a fifteen-minute ride.” 

“I’m afraid I can’t,” he said. “I’ve got to catch an 
early plane. My friend will go.” 

- | agreed to that. The politician started out of the 
car. Before he left, he gave my tits a good squeeze. 

“Why didn’t you stop me before I went in?” 

“J tried to,” I said. “But I couldn’t get your atten- 
tion.” oe ae 
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So his friend and I drove back to Jersey. He 
wouldn’t tell me his name, only that he and the politi- 
cian had been college classmates. 

I would have given a freebee to the politician, but I 
charged his friend one hundred dollars, He wasn’t a 
bad ball, but he wasn’t a future president. 
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I was sitting in my apartment reading a book one night 
in July, 1971, when the people downstairs screamed up 
to me that I had a phone call. Until my own phone was 
installed, I'd been taking calls on their line. 

“Tell them to call me at my number,” I yelled 
back. 

“No, it’s long distance.” 

“Who is it?” 

“William Hurst.” 

I jumped up in surprise. I'd tried to visit him nu- 
merous times in prison, but the authorities never would 
let me. Now here he was on the line, my long lost love. 

I ran downstairs and told him to call me back on 
my line. We couldn’t converse with the neighbors lis- 
tening in. Then I said, “Forget it. I'll call you back.” 
He was in Syracuse. I got his number, ran upstairs and 
called him. 

He’d just been released after more than ten years in 
Attica, the prison where they had the horrible riots 
later that year. 

He asked me to come up and meet him. I was 
broke at that time and told him I couldn't. 

“T’ll send you the money,” he said. 
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I agreed to fly upstate. Then, just in case he didn’t 
know, I added, “You know what I had done, don’t 
you?” 

He said, “Yes, I know.” 

“Well, how do you feel about it?” 

“T always wanted you to have it.” 

He sent me one hundred dollars to cover my air 
fare and travel expenses. I flew up the next day. Wil- 
liam was waiting for me at a motor inn near the air- 
port. 
I couldn’t wait until I got there and saw him again. 
Each minute seemed like hours. I looked for the motor 
inn as soon as I got off the plane. I could have taken 
one of the limousines over, but I felt I needed the walk 
to clear my head and cool my blood. A Marine helped 
me with my bags part of the way. 

Then I saw a figure standing in the doorway of the 
motor inn, and I told the Marine, “Give me the bags. 
Let me walk the rest of the way by myself.” 

The inn was much farther away than I'd thought. I 
walked for what seemed like miles until I finally got 
there. As I got closer, I looked again at the guy in the 
doorway, and I said to myself, that’s not William. That 
looks like the doorman, 

But it was William. I couldn’t believe it. He had 
aged so much in prison. He looked like a fifty-year-old 
man. He was much older and balding. He just didn’t 
look like the same man I’d loved more than a decade 
before. 

I was still in love with William, but the William I 
loved was something in memory. I wasn’t in love with 
this.guy, and as soon as I saw him I knew I could never 
be. I couldn’t even hold him and kiss him. 

We went inside, into the room he’d reserved for us, 
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and right away he tried to put his arms around me. I 
wiggled away. 

“Let’s sit and talk,” I said. “It’s been a long time.” 

1 knew it was a mean thing to say to someone 
who'd just gotten out of prison, where all he'd been 
doing for ten years was dream of the day when he’d go 
to bed with you. But all I wanted to do was cry. I felt 
that everything was gone. As soon as I saw him, I knew 
it was no use. William was like a flower that had with- 
ered. And so had my love for him. 

So we sat and talked. We ordered supper. We ate. 
He got the biggest kick out of me calling room service 
and ordering dinner on the phone. After supper, we 
talked some more. 

He asked me what I was doing. 

“Selling my body,” I told him. 

He was shocked. 

I was petrified. I was supposed to stay there for the 
weekend, but I didn’t even Fae like spending another 
hour with him. 

“William,” I sail, “T've got to tell you. There’s 
nothing here any more. I don’t love you. I don’t feel 
anything toward you.” 

“Come on, kitten,” he said. “It can’t be that way.” 

- “It is,” I insisted. 

He was like an animal that hada’ t had sex in ten 
years. I tried to push him away, but he wouldn’t leave 
me alone, So I decided — oh, what the hell! I might as 
well. 

He made love to me. I felt nothing, I just lay there 
and gave him what he wanted. 

We got up the next morning and had breakfast. We 
did nothing but talk all morning. Then we had lunch, 
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He tried to ball me again, but I said, “No, I can’t do 
it.” 

But, of course, he was stronger, and he won out 
again. 

After he'd gotten his rocks off, I got up and I said to 
him, “You know, William, it’s not going to work out. I 
can’t do it.” 

“I want you to marry me.” 

“It can’t be. If I marry you, I'll only make myself 
miserable.” 

I'd always wanted to be his wife, but when the 
golden opportunity finally came, I couldn't go through 
with it. 

Before I knew it, I told him that I was going back 
to New York on the next flight. I packed my bags and 
left. I didn’t even want him to come to the airport with 
me. I left him at the motel door and took the limousine. 

When I got home, I broke down and cried. I 
couldn’t believe what had happened — how much he 
had changed. It took me weeks to get over it. I was still 
in love with the guy, but the guy I loved was no longer 
him. 

A few weeks afterward, I moved from New York to 
a high-rise apartment on the New Jersey side of the 
Hudson. I was there only a few days, nursing a misera- 
ble cold, when I got a call. It was William. He was in 
New York, looking for a place to stay. Reluctantly, I 
agreed to put him up..I felt I owed him a little some- 
thing. 
_ After all, William did think highly of me. But he 
apparently didn’t think too much of himself, because I 
found out he was in trouble again. I was going through 
' ~ his suitcase to straighten his things out when I discov- 
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ered a .38 automatic. I was shocked and I asked him 
about it. 

It turned out that he had robbed a bank and the 
FBI was looking for him. 

Having William in my house made me a neurotic. 
Sometimes I'd come home in the middle of the night, 
and he’d be standing there with a gun pointed at me. 
He didn’t know who was coming in, and he had to be 
prepared for anything. 

I lived like that for more than a week. Finally, I 
couldn’t take any more. I told William he had to leave. 
I wasn’t afraid of him, because I'd known him so many 
years. But he had become a hardened gangster. He was 
just no good. And having him around wasn’t doing me 
any good. 

He felt bad because I'd put him out, so I had one of 
my friends take him down and drive him off. He told 
me later that William had checked into a motel. 

That was the last time I saw William, my long lost 
love. 

I only heard from him once after that. He called me 
up —I don’t know where from — to ask me how my 
cold was. I told him it was better. 

“That’s good,” he said. 

And that was the last I heard from William. It 
wasn’t until more than’a year later that I found out 
what had happened to him. It was enough to send me 
crawling up the wall. 

William’s lawyer called me one day and gave me 
the news. To start off, William hadn’t been released 
from Attica, as he’d said. He’d escaped from Danne- 
mora — way off at the opposite end of the state. 
There'd been a minister, a chaplain at the prison, 
who'd taken an interest in William. As William’s sen- 
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tence was nearing its end, the chaplain would take him 
out beyond the walls for a few hours at a time so he 
could start readjusting to society. But I guess William 
couldn’t wait the few months more until he was free. 
One day he slugged the minister, knocked him uncon- 
scious and escaped. 

He didn’t have any money, so he held up a bank in 
Buffalo. That was the rap the FBI wanted him for 
when he stayed with me. 

They eventually got him. He was tried and sen- 
tenced to ten years in the Federal prison at Fort Leav- 
enworth, Kansas. But before he could be sent away, 
the authorities in Massachusetts grabbed him. It seems 
that after he’d robbed the bank, he took off to Cape 
Cod and took up with a girl named Barbara Lee Court- 
ney. When she found out he was an ex-con, she appar- 
ently tried to ditch him. That was a put-down William 
couldn’t tolerate. So he shot her seven times in the 
head. William was convicted of first-degree murder. 
The judge sentenced him to life imprisonment and di- 
rected that he should never be paroled. 

Checking back on my calendar, I discovered that it 
must have been just a day or two after Barbara Lee 
was killed when William called me from Syracuse. 
When I realized that, I got goose bumps all over. I al- 
ways thought I saw murder in his eyes, but I never 
knew he could actually go through with it. 

The dead girl could have been me! If I hadn’t 
walked out when I did, I might have wound up ina 
ditch somewhere with a bullet in my head. I’ve made 
many mistakes in my life. Perhaps the biggest was fall- 
ing in love with William. But there was one time in my 
life when I’m sure I did the right thing. That was when 
I walked out on William. If I hadn’t, you might not be 
reading this now. 
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16. 


The best thing that ever happened in my life was meet- 
ing Harold. It was pure happenstance. One night, five 
years ago, I was wandering aimlessly around the East 
Side, depressed and broke. I was standing on a corner 
somewhere in the 60’s wondering what to do next, 
when I noticed a little old man peeking around a cor- 
ner from a bank watching me. I looked back at him 
and smiled. 

It wasn’t a come-on, but it attracted him. He came 
up to me and started talking. I told him that I was de- 
pressed and broke and that I didn’t know what to do. 
Well, Harold was a man, and he suggested something. 
He took me home and we went to bed. Afterward, he 
gave me thirty dollars. 

But it was more than just a commercial transaction. 
It turned out to be the start of a lasting relationship. 
Harold became my greatest friend. He was about sixty 
years old when I met him, a small, sweet, gentle man. 
He’s very elegant and very well educated. He’s never 
married, and, until she died, he lived with his mother 

. on Park Avenue. 

I don’t know what he does for a living. I’ve never 
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asked him. I felt it was none of my business. If he 
wanted to tell me, he'd tell me. All I know is that he’s 
very rich. 

By the same token, I've never told him about me. 
Harold doesn’t know that I've had a sex change. He 
doesn’t even know that I made my living as a prosti- 
tute. He just likes me because I'm me. I suppose I 
should tell him, but I've always been afraid that once 
he knew the truth, I'd lose him. So I’ve kept up the 
pretense. 

Harold became my boyfriend, the only one I've had 
since William Hurst years ago in prison. And I guess 
you could say that I became his mistress, Harold has 
helped support me for years, paying my rent, taking 
care of bills, giving me small sums of money to splurge 
on myself. 

Of course, while our relationship was still growing, 
I continued to walk the streets, selling my body. But 
I'd see Harold every Sunday, That’s my day of rest, and 
I’ve always rested up with Harold. 

Our relationship isn’t all sex. One Sunday each 
month I tell Harold that I can’t do anything because 
I’ve got my period. And he gives me twenty dollars a 
month to buy birth control pills and get myself 
checked by a doctor to make sure I’m not pregnant. 
He’s neurotic on the subject. 

That’s how it’s gone for several years. 

It was because of Harold that I drifted out of pros- 
titution. Harold is getting on in years, and he worried 
about what would happen to me after he was gone. He 
wanted to give me some sort of security in life, to see 
me independent and on my own feet. 

First, he sent me to secretarial school to learn to 
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type and take shorthand. But it wasn’t my scene. My 
education wasn’t good enough, and I don’t have the 
temperament to sit behind a desk all day. 

Then I heard about a candy store in Hoboken that 
was for sale. I told Harold that running a store was 
something I could do. I could dig working behind a 
counter and dealing with people, meeting different 

people all day long. 

"$0 Harold gave me seven thousand dollars to buy 
the store, I thought it would be a bigger business than 
it was. It turned out to be a penny-ante, penny-pinch- 
ing business. I could make a couple hundred dollars a 
week at it, but it was too aggravating, Once again, I 
found myself putting in sixteen hours a day just to 
make ends meet. 

I finally decided I'd have to get out of the store. I 
turned it over to an aunt to run. That was the biggest 
mistake I’ve ever made. All of a sudden, I found I was 
pouring three hundred dollars a week into the store. I 
couldn’t figure out where the money was going. I 
wasn’t keeping the books, and my aunt would only let 
me see what she wanted me to see. All I knew was that 
every week she’d come to me and say, “We're in a 
hole. I need so much money to pay this bill and so 
much to pay that bill.” And I’d have to come up with 
the money. I didn’t have that much cash. I had to go 
back into prostitution to raise the money my aunt said 
she needed. 

Then J learned that the building was for sale, along 
with the house next door. I approached Harold with 
the idea of buying the two buildings, and he put up the 
money for me. I was no longer a rent payer, I was a 
property owner. 

I told my aunt, “You're better off keeping the god- 
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damn store and just paying me rent.” It worked out 
well for a while, but she turned the place into a hang- 
out for a bad bunch of kids in the neighborhood. They 
weren’t good for business, and they weren’t good for 
my property. The tenants would complain to me, and 
I'd complain to my aunt, but she never did anything 
about it. 

I finally had to take the store away from her, I 
rented it to another family. It’s now well run; it’s no 
longer a hangout. There are no complaints from my 
tenants, and I get a steady income from it. It goes to 
prove the old saying, “When it comes to business, 
you re better off with strangers than you are with rela- 
tives,” 

In fact, I’ve managed to do so well on the two 
houses Harold bought for me that I saved enough to 
buy a third house . . . on my own. I've given up hus- 
tling in favor of real estate. Who knows, if it keeps up, 
in a few years I might become the William Zeckendorf 
of Hoboken. If I do, it will all be due to Harold, All I 
have today, I owe to him. 
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I've been lucky. I’ve made it as a woman. It was a long, 
hard struggle, but I’ve finally managed to stabilize my 
life. I don’t know what the future holds for me, but I 
feel confident I can face it. 

I know I'll never be able to have children, but nei- 
ther can a lot of women. I’m not even looking for mar- 
riage. I was in love once, and I got badly burned. I 
don’t relish going through it again. But if some man 
wants to make me an offer, I won't necessarily turn 
him down. If it happens, it happens . . . 

As I said, I’ve been lucky. But a lot of people 
who've been in my shoes haven’t been so fortunate. 
There are far too many fags and TVs around today who 
think that sex-change surgery is the answer to all their 
problems. For most of them, it merely means trading 
one set of problems for another. 

They've lived so long in the underworld of fags 
and TVs, of pimps and prostitutes, that they're not 
equipped to cope with the everyday world. They have 
no idea of what “straight” society is like. To them it’s a 
fantasy land, like a child’s conception of the grown-up 
world. Many of those who go through sex-change sur- 
gery think they'll wind up as sex symbols, love god- 
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desses, movie stars. They think they'll be transformed 
overnight into dazzling creatures who'll sweep men off 
their feet and have millionaires clamoring to set them 
up in penthouses. It’s quite a comedown for someone 
who has such illusions to find out she’s just another 
broad — and not necessarily a very good-looking one 
— and that she still has to hustle to make a living. 

A dozen years ago, when I had my operation, it was 
a rare thing. Now sex-change surgery has become al- 
most as common as blue jeans, and many people are 
getting it who shouldn't. For this I blame the doctors. 
Once I thought highly of the doctors who did sex- 
change surgery. I regarded them as saviors of souls. 
Now I realize that they’re rip-off artists just like every- 
one else. Some of them are doing sex-change surgery 
left and right. It’s no longer that difficult an operation, 
yet they’re charging up to five thousand dollars for it. 
Very few of them send their patients for psychiatric 


_ counseling to find out if they'll be able to function as 


women. 

I don’t include Dr. Belt in my condemnation. He 
was always kind and considerate of me, and he’s now 
retired from practice. 

I’ve known about a dozen people who've been 
through sex-change surgery, and very few of them have 
been happy as a result. For most of them it was the 
same sad story. The girl who’s had sex-change surgery 
gets rejected by her family. She isn’t able to hold a reg- 
ular job. Most don’t have the experience or education. 
Some have legal problems, because their papers still 
list them as men. Others get fired when their bosses 
find out. She can’t live the life of a normal woman. A 
man might fall for her, but when he finds out what she 


is, he says “goodbye.” She can’t hope for marriage; 
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most men want a wife and children, not a lifetime with 
a barren “freak.” So there’s nothing left for her but to 
drift back to the seamy side of society . . . and to stay 
there with no hope for the future. 

Three of the sex-changes I’ve known are now dead 
— either from suicide or from overdoses of drugs. And 
I’ve heard stories of about twenty others who've 
wound up the same way. 

Remember my friend “Geraldine”? She had high 
hopes for herself. But she wound up a prostitute and a 
dope addict. She died from an overdose of heroin. Her 
father was a minister. He came to collect her posses- 
sions, but he rejected her in death as he had in life. I 
had to arrange for her burial, because he didn’t want 
her body “tainting” the family plot. 

There was another TV named “Denise,” a young 
boy who idolized me. He had sex-change surgery and 
turned out to be an absolutely gorgeous girl. But even 
with her good looks, she couldn’t cope. She finally died 
of an overdose of pills. 

Another girl — one I knew only slightly — slashed 
her wrists. 

I might have wound up the same way, but, as I 
said, I’ve been lucky. 
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My mother died on January 22, 1972, at the age of 56. 
She’d been a widow for five years and in ill health for 
even longer. Except for me, she was all alone in the 
world when she died. Because of me — and my opera- 
tion — the family shunned her for years. As far as they 
were concerned, she had become a non-person. 

Here’s the last letter she wrote — but never sent 
—to her brother just four days before she died. I’ve 
polished up the spelling and grammar, and I’ve deleted 
a few purely personal references, but otherwise the 
words are her own: 


Dear Sonny, 

I really don’t know how to start this letter I’m 
writing to you. So anyway, all in all, how are you? 
Fine, I hope. As for me, forget it. I’m no good any 
more. I've gotten worse than ever. I’m all the way 
down to ninety-seven pounds. I’m nothing but 
bones, and who cares? Nobody. What bothers me 
is, I have such a large family behind me, and yet 
no one either calls me up and ever comes and sees 
me. Cousin ’s wife was talking to the doc- 
tor about me, and he told her how bad I am and 
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also how bad my heart is. It won’t be long, I'll be 
saying goodbye to this world. I’m suffering 
enough. And above all, I don’t want no member of 
my family to come and see me, because no one 
even bothers to care one way or the other about 
me now, so why bother? When I’m dead, I won't 
" see you. . 

I have nothing against you, but yet you don’t 
- even like me. I know it. That also goes for the rest 
of my family. And I’m so hurt because I love you 
all. And yet I’m just the black sheep of the Arcedi- 
ano Family, Ain’t I right? Tell the truth. And what 
hurts me is, I’m telling the truth and yet you all 
call me a liar. I don’t care any more because I 
know in my heart I’m not lying. And above all, 
God believes me. I have all my faith in God. And 
as for my daughter, she is good to me. If I didn’t 
have a family, I'd say different. But I have a family 
behind me. The doctor cannot believe that I have 
sisters and brothers and that not one comes to see 
me. My doctor sent the nurse down to ’s 
house to tell her how sick I am, and told 
her that she would come to see me, and she never 
came. Then Cousin called and told 
her about me also, and she said that she would 
come to see me, and she never did. I haven't seen 
her in fifteen months, since papa died. It’s not that 
I don’t want to bring up things, but people know 
around here that I don’t see no one, especially my 
landlady. Two weeks in a row I had the cops here 
for oxygen and also the doctor, The cops been 
here in my home seven times within two weeks 
and the doctor eight times, and it cost me a for- 
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tune with the doctor. I cannot go to the hospital, 
because they’re overcrowded. 

I sit here all alone, day in and day out. I’m so 
lonely. I’m the loneliest person in the world. I do 
nothing but cry, because I also get terrible pains 
through my body and all around the area of my 
heart. I’m not afraid to die, because I’m better off, 
and I’m really suffering too much. 7 

When any member of my family needed me, I 
was right there to help, and now I cry for help, 
and nobody wants to know me or even try to see if 
I'm living or if I’m dead. I’m not afraid to go be- 
fore my God. Don’t forget, Sonny, we all have to 
go before God, that's for sure. 

Sonny, I’m sorry if I bother you in any way by 
writing to you, but I do want you to know that I 

-- love you as my brother. And also the rest. But I 
‘cannot say that they or even you like me. I really 
believe that all you have to do is hear my name 
and you all get sick. I never realized my family 
hated me this much. Yes, I’m crying. I cannot help 
myself any more. I’m at the end of my ropes and 
I'm so lonely. Sonny, I'll say so long, be good and 

. thank you for all that you did for me. A million 

, thanks. 


Mae 


I was in shock over my mother’s death. It was very 

- hard for me to conceive that she was dead. My one and 
only friend was gone. 

; My mother’s last wish was that none of the family 
_ , attend her funeral or see her buried. But I went against 
F her wishes and let them come. I thought she might like 
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that, even though they had treated her like garbage. 

It was like a circus in the funeral home. The family 
sat in the back room, talking and carrying on. You 
wouldn’t think their own sister was laid out dead a few 
feet away. 

Except for one brother from Baton Rouge, Louisi- 
ana, I wouldn’t let any of the family sit in the first car 
on the ride to the cemetery. My mother loved him and 
he had always treated her decently. So I let him sit in 
the first car with me and two friends of mine who had 
treated my mother better than her own family. It goes 
to prove the old saying: “You can pick your friends, 
but you’re stuck with your relatives.” 

If I had known at the time how the family would 
behave, I never would have buried her in the family 
plot. Even after her death, they wouldn’t let her rest in 
peace. 

About two weeks after the funeral, I went to see 
my mother’s brother to make arrangements about dec- 
orating the grave. He started screaming at me, “You're 
no good — just like your mother! If you were a guy, I'd 
take you outside and beat the shit out of you.” 

I tried to steer the discussion back to the subject of 
the grave. 

“If I had my way,’ "he said, “I’d take your mother 
out of that fucking grave.” That’s just the way he put 
it. 

He even desecrated her grave. I'd spent about sixty 
dollars to have flowers and bushes planted there, but 
he tore them out. Nice family, the Arcedianos. 

I decided to have my mother reburied elsewhere, 
beside my stepfather. But the plot belonged to my 
uncle, and he refused to let me touch it. He didn’t 
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want my mother there, but he wouldn't give me the 
satisfaction of seeing that she was buried elsewhere. 

I drove over to see him and asked him to sign the 
deed so I could remove my mother’s body. He blew up 
and called me a “cocksucker” and a “motherfucker.” 
He even tried to slug me, throwing punches through 
my car window. I just drove off and left him standing 
there looking like the idiot he is. 

That didn’t end my hassles with members of my 
family. My mother’s sister — the one who ran the 
candy store into the ground — continued to live in one 
of my houses. While my mother was alive, I had tried 
to be nice to her in hopes that she’d treat my mother 
halfway decently. But all I got for my efforts was grief. 

I'd co-signed a note for some furniture she’d 
bought. Of course, she and her husband didn’t keep up 
the payments, and I got stuck with the bill. I had to 
shell out some seven hundred dollars to the finance 
company. 

My aunt lived on the first floor of the building, and 
her daughter — my cousin Denise — lived on the top 
floor. One day I drove over to the building to clean up 
some of the garbage they'd left lying around outside. I 
found Denise’s husband sitting on the steps with an- 
other tenant. He’d been drinking pretty heavily. 

I cautioned them about littering and told them to 
watch it in the future. 

“Of course, Miss Glavocich,” the other tenant said. 

“Don’t call her “Miss Glavocich’!” my cousin-in-law 
yelled. “Call her ‘Henry’! She’s not a woman. She’s 
nothing but a fucking fairy with her prick cut off!” 

He got so loud and abusive that I had to call the 


« cops and have him locked up. But I relented and re- 
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fused to press charges against him. That was another 
mistake. My relatives would not be so kind and for- 
giving to me. 

After my mother’s death, I decided it was time to 
get the family out of the building. I didn’t want my 
aunt around any more, because her presence was a 
constant reminder to me of all the arguments she and 
my mother had had. In fact, one of those arguments 
led to my mother’s final heart attack. 

Denise hadn’t paid her rent, so I served her with an 
eviction notice. She simply packed her belongings and 
moved in downstairs with her mother. When I pro- 
tested about that, my aunt picked up the phone and 
called my mother to get her to get me off their backs. 
She heaped abuse on my mother and called her every 
name in the books. My mother hung up the phone 
and collapsed from a heart attack. She died four days 
later. 

After the funeral, I served my aunt with a dispos- 
sess notice. She turned around and had me arrested, 
claiming that I'd stolen a wallet containing ninety- 
eight dollars from her daughter’s purse. 

Of course, it was a phony charge, and I set out to 
' prove it. The night before my court hearing on this al- 
leged robbery, I went to my aunt’s apartment with a 
tape recorder in my bag. I switched it on and asked 
Denise about the “robbery.” 

“If they ask me to say I saw you take it, I’m going 
to say I saw you take it,” she said. 

“Denise, how could you accuse me of such a thing? 
You're perjuring yourself. 

“Who else could have taken it?” she said. “There 
was no one else around.” 

She went into court the next day and swore that 
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she saw me take the wallet. Not only that, but she 
swore that there had been $310 in it. 
“Why didn’t you stop her?” the judge asked. 

“J had the baby in my arms,” she said. 

What a crock! If she had seen me take her wallet, 
~ you can bet she wouldn’t have stayed sitting there with 
the baby in her arms. She would have been off her fat 
ass so quick, and she would have knocked the shit out 
of me. That’s how big she is. 

I denied the charges. I presented the tape I’d re- 
corded the night before. The judge listened to it, but 
he refused to accept it as evidence. He found me guilty 
and gave me a year’s probation. 

My relatives weren't satisfied with that. Being the 
deadbeats they are, about a week after the trial, they 
skipped out of the apartment owing me several months 
back rent. When I went after them to collect the 
money — as well as the keys to the apartment — they 
accused me of harassing them and hauled me into 

-court again. The judge took one look at their complaint 
and threw the case out. 

\ Of course, I never stole the money from her wallet. 
Nor had I harassed them. It was just their way of get- 
ting back at me because I’d evicted them. Now they're 
gone .'. . and ifI never see them — or any of the other 

~ members of my family — again, it'll be too soon. 
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I couldn’t have written this book while my mother was 
alive. I felt she’d been hurt enough by my having had 
the operation. I didn’t want to hurt her even more by 
letting her know what kind of a life I’d led or telling 
her the details of the things that I had to do to stay 
alive. 

Even worse, if this book had been written while she 
was still living, the family would have crucified her. 
They would have treated her even worse than they 
normally had, if that’s possible. 

Now that she’s gone, I’m willing to let the truth 
come out. And if any member of the family is hurt or 
upset by what I have to say, I can’t say I’m sorry. They 
made my mother suffer so much while she was living, 
let them suffer a little bit now. 

Some of the people I’ve dealt with will be shocked 
and. surprised by the revelations in this book. Some of 
my old johns may be embarrassed to find out what I 
am. Some may be titillated. They'll have something to 
tell the boys in the locker room. And some, I guess, 
won't give a gdod goddamn. 

I know publication of this book is going to cause 
problems for me. I'll probably get thrown out of my 
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apartment, and I may even have to change my name 

. again. Some old friends probably won't talk to me. 
Others — mostly those I can do without — will come 
around seeking me out, mainly to borrow money. Peo- 
ple will stare at me on the street, whisper things be- 
hind my back and mutter obscene remarks as I walk 
by. But I can take that. I've been through it all before, 

What worries me is what Harold will say . . . and 
think. I’m sure these revelations will come as a shock to 
him. I wouldn’t be surprised if he never wanted to see 
me again. I can understand that. All I can say is, if Har- 
old still wants to continue things the way they are, I'll 
continue; if he doesn’t, I'll obey his wishes and just 
fade out of his life. 

I'll survive. I have so far. I still have the houses 
Harold gave me, and I can live off the rents from them. 
I still have my face and figure. If need be, I can always 
go back to hustling. It’s not such a bad life. It’s a hell of 
a lot easier way to earn a living than working in an 
office . . . or running a store . . . or writing a book. 


As es 
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